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Chapter | 


[90 


Dave Murray did not want to get out of bed this morning. The sunlight from the window blared into his face, a 
peek of the bright blue sky could be seen through the curtains in his hotel room. He felt as if the lovely 
weather was mocking him. He didn't want to get out of bed and face the day; get up and look around the 
empty hotel room and realize that Adrian was no longer there. Not only that, but he didn't want to go down to 


Steve's mobile studio and record the new album - an album that had one of Adrian's songs on it. 


But he knew that he had to. Adrian would have wanted him to get on with his life, and not wallow in his own 
self-pity. He got out of bed and got dressed, not lingering in the empty room for long, knowing that if he would, 
then the feeling of loneliness would crush him. He had already spent too much time crying himself to sleep the 
right before. Even though the breakup was mutual and there were no bad feelings between them, it didn't hurt 
Dave any less. He had loved Adrian since they were both in high school. 


When Adrian had announced that he was leaving the band, he assured Dave that it wasn't his fault; it wasn't 
anybody's fault. He was having creative differences with Steve and needed to try out a different musical 
direction. Dave respected his decision but did nothing but cry for the past few weeks after he left. 


Dave left the hotel and went out to his car to go to Steve's mansion where he would be meeting the rest of 
lron Maiden as well as Martin, their producer, to record their 8th studio album in a mobile studio that Steve 
had set up in his barn. Bruce had told them that he had already got Adrian's replacement. And while Dave 
knew that this replacement was necessary, he couldn't help but feel an ache in his heart at the thought of 
replacing his best friend. 


He drove down the vibrant countryside of Essex towards Steve's mansion. The weather was beautiful - too 
beautiful, Dave thought. It was almost as if the sun was laughing down at him, mocking him for his crushing 
misery of not having the man that he loved any more. Either that, or Dave was simply hung over. Probably 


both. 


Dave kept driving and eventually, Steve's mansion came into view. He pulled into the dirt road that led to the 
front of his house, and parked next to Nicko and Martin's car. Bruce hadn't arrived yet. A pit of dread was in 
his stomach at who he might choose to replace Adrian, afraid that whoever it was, he wasn't going to have 


the same chemistry that he had with Adrian. What if he was a complete asshole? 


Dave got out of his car, and made his way through Steve's beautiful garden carrying his guitar case. Despite 
the beautiful scenery around him, he couldn't stop the mixed feeling of dread and nervousness of who Bruce 
was going to bring to audition as the new guitarist. Dave almost wanted to tell Steve not to hire another 
guitarist - that he would be perfectly capable playing all the parts himself but knew that Steve would call him 
crazy and tell him that he was just hung up on his ex. Which was true. 


Dave knocked on Steve's front door, to which he heard a muffled shout "It's open!" from the inside. He pushed 
the door open to find Steve and Nicko sitting together in the living room. 


"Hi, there, Davey!" Nicko said cheerfully while raising a scotch glass. There was a bottle of scotch sitting on 
the coffee table between him and Steve. 


"Hey, guys," Dave said with a forced smile on his face. "Bruce isn't here yet?" 


"Not yet," Steve said while sipping his own scotch, "Martin's out in the barn though. We'll meet ‘im out there 


when Bruce gets ‘ere with the new guitarist." 


Dave couldn't stop the dreadful feeling from growing in his stomach. He sat down next to Nicko on the couch 
who poured him his own glass of scotch. Even though Dave didn't like scotch, (he preferred beer) he accepted 


it graciously. He needed some kind of alcohol to calm his nerves. 


The three of them sat talking about the songwriting process for the new album until they heard Bruce's car 
pull into the driveway. Dave fought the urge to jump up from his seat and look out the window to see who 
was with him. But he stayed on the couch clutching his scotch glass, trying his best to act calm. 


He failed miserably though because Steve could read his body language; they had been friends for over I5 


years. He gave Dave a reassuring smile. 


‘Its gonna be aright, mate." he said. Nicko reached over and gave him a reassuring squeeze on the shoulder. 


This didn't do anything to calm Dave down, but he forced a smile anyway. 
They could hear footsteps coming up the driveway, and Bruce was chattering away to his companion. 


Bruce seemed to know that the front door was unlocked because he didn't even bother to knock He pushed the 
door open, and a very tall man with long dirty blond hair followed him into the house while carrying a guitar 
case. Dave recognised him immediately, it was Janick Gers, the bloke who had played on Bruce's solo album, 
Tattooed Millionaire, just a few months prior. He had also been friends with Dave and Adrian several years 


before, back when he was playing guitar for lan Gillan 

"Steve! Nicko! Davey!" Bruce said while putting his hands on his hips and looking at them then at Janick with an 
affectionate look in his eyes. "This here's Janick! You remember him, don't you? Well, he's here to audition for 

Adrian's spot!" 

The dreadful, anxious feeling that had been in the pit of Dave's stomach immediately faded away. Janick was a 

friend, he thought. He had feared that Bruce would have brought in some egotistical guitarist. Dave felt a rush 
of relief when he realised that he would be working with a close friend, someone he had known for several 


years and had been drinking buddies with. 


“Ello, Janick," Steve said while getting up from the couch, "Its good to see you again" He reached his hand out 


and Janick shook it with a large grin on his face. 

"Hi, Steve," he said, "Hi, Dave," he said when he saw his old drinking buddy on the couch next to Nicko. 

Dave smiled and reached his hand out for Janick to shake. 

Steve led everyone outside the back of his house towards the barnyard studio where Martin was waiting for 
them. Steve opened the door to the studio, and the guitar amps were facing each other against two walls, and 


Dave went over to plug his strat up. 


Martin came out of the booth where the mixing boards were. He smiled when he saw Janick. "Is this the new 


bloke?" 
"Yep," Bruce said, "You remember Janick, don't you?" 
"Of course," Martin said while shaking his hand. 


As Janick pulled a beaten up black strat that Dave had seen him play with Gillan out of his guitar case, Dave 


caught Bruce from the corner of his eye smacking Jan on his arse. Jan turned around only to find Bruce 


walking towards the vocal booth. His cheeks turned pink. Dave suddenly remembered Adrian and how they used 
to openly flirt with each other in the studio, and it suddenly dawned on him what kind of relationship Bruce and 
Janick had together. Dave looked around to see the other members’ reactions. He saw Steve hold back a smirk, 


but no one said anything. 


He kept his thoughts to himself as he tuned his guitar and the others were getting set up as well. Martin 
went back into the mixing room to listen to them more properly with the studio headphones. 


Steve plucked at his bass strings, making sure that they were each in tune. "Let's start with The Trooper," he 
said while fumbling with the knobs on his Fender bass amp, "You know that one, eh Janick?" 


"Of course," Janick said, "Learned all the songs overnight." 
Steve looked impressed and Nicko hit the hi hat four times before they broke into the song. 


Playing with Janick was completely different from playing with Adrian, Dave realised. He had a certain kind of 
aggression in his playing that seemed to give the band a kick in the rear. His energy was so intoxicating, Dave 
found himself smiling despite what he had been feeling earlier that morning. It was so different, but it was a 


good kind of difference. 


They finished the song, and it seemed like the music was still bouncing off of the walls even after the last 


note was played. 


"That was bloody brilliant!" Martin said into the mic from the mixing room. "What'd you think of that, Steve?" 
he asked, knowing that it was Steve who had the final say on whether Janick would join the band or not. 


Steve took off his bass and joined Martin in the mixing room, leaving the Dave, Nicko, Bruce, and Janick out in 


the studio. Bruce wrapped his arms around Janick. 
"That sounded amazing!" he said, "I know Steve, he's going to give you the job." 


Dave noticed a sort of caress in his voice when Bruce was talking to Janick, and he couldn't help thinking about 


Adrian. 


"Bruce is right," Nicko said while adjusting the symbols on his drum kit, "That was exactly what the band has 


been needing.” 

The three of them looked at Dave, waiting for him to back up what they were saying. He had to admit that 
they were right. Though deep down, he was still begrudging replacing Adrian even if a friend would be taking 
his place.. But he had to put the past behind him because the replacement was simply inevitable. 


“They're right, you sounded amazing." Dave said while smiling. 


Janick smiled at him, and Steve came out of the mixing room with Martin before he could respond. 


"A'right, you're ‘ired," Steve told Janick while shaking his hand, "Now we need to get ‘round to getting 


everything recorded, because the album ‘as a deadline.’ 
Jan's face lit up at the news, and Bruce hugged him tight again. "Thank youl" he exclaimed. 
"No need to fank me, we needed a guitarist desperately... | should be fankin' you for comin’ in when you did” 


"Or you could thank me," Bruce said while looking at Jan with adoration in his eyes, "You know, for 


recommending him." 


Steve gave Bruce a brief look of annoyance before focusing his attention to the rest of the band. "A'right let's 
get to work" 


Dave turned his focus to the songs that they would have to record, but couldn't help thinking of the adoring 


look Bruce gave Janick and be reminded that it was the exact same way Adrian used to look at him.. 


Chapter 2 


They spent the next several days recording songs for the album. They made very good progress, one day 
recording three songs in one day, and that put Steve in a very good mood. Their manager, Rod, had come down 
to Steve's house to meet Janick. Jan had quickly adapted to the band, and everyone was quickly coming to 


accept him. 


The band had been so busy with the recording of the new album, it took Dave's mind off of things. He always 
found solace in playing guitar, and even though he felt a void where Adrian had once been, it hadn't taken long 


for him to hit it off with Janick. 


When Steve was finally happy enough with the progress they were making, he allowed them to take a day off, 
and Dave planned to go into town to find a pub. It was Saturday, and he would probably get to see some live 
music played at night. He left the recording studio, walking through Steve's house and out the front door to 
find Janick sitting out on the porch by himself. 


"Hey, Jan," Dave said while closing the front door behind him, "Where's Bruce?" 


"He's in the barn talking to Steve," he said while plucking a melody on his guitar. "He said he would be out in a 


few minutes. Where are you headed?" 


"lm going into town to find a pub," Dave said while opening the boot of his car and putting his guitar case in, 
‘Its Saturday, so | might also get to catch some live music too" He shut the boot and turned around to face 


Janick. "You wanna come?" 


Janick looked up at him from his guitar, seemingly surprised by the invitation "Yeah, sure," he said, "I'll just go 


and ask Bruce if he wants to come too." 


Dave nodded and went to go wait by his car. He lit a cigarette while he waited and Jan came out a few 


moments later. 
"He said he'll meet us there," he said. "You don't mind if | ride with you, do you? Bruce was my ride here.” 
"| don't mind at alll" Dave said while unlocking his car so that Janick could get in the passenger's seat. 


Dave got into the driver's seat as Janick got in and buckled his seatbelt. This would be the first time they had 
gone drinking together since the early 80s, and Dave felt like he hadn't talked to Janick in ages. As Dave was 
driving out into town, the two of them talked about the album, and how much Steve was pushing them. It felt 
good that he was finally happy enough to give them a day off. 


Janick said that he was happy to be working so hard on the album becouse before he had joined Bruce's band, 


he had planned on selling his equipment and becoming a sociology professor. Dave found this fascinating since 


he personally never finished school, and Janick seemed so intelligent and well-spoken. 
"l'm glad that you didn’t," Dave told him, "Because you're too good of a guitarist.” 


"You're much better than me," Janick said humbly as Dave drove into town, looking along the streets for a pub 
to go to. "Is amazing how effortlessly you can play. I'm not used to working with other guitarists, but you 


seem to have no problem with it." 


Dave felt a blush come to his cheeks. "You did well in the studio, Jan And you're adjusting to Maiden very 


well." 


Janick pointed out an Irish pub that he claimed had live bands play music on Saturday nights. Dave pulled into 
the car park. It was still early; it wasn't even dark yet. But they would go inside and have a few drinks while 
they waited for Bruce. 


The pub was already half full, and the smell of cigarette smoke nearly knocked them down when they entered. 
They both approached the bar, and the bartender recognized them almost immediately. As they were drinking 
their beers, Dave felt the stress he had felt that week begin to melt away as he and Janick talked and laughed 
about everything for the first time in years. Janick told him that he was afraid that he wouldn't have been 
able to fit into Adrian's place. 


Adrian was irreplaceable, and even though Dave missed him greatly, he felt himself becoming better friends 
with Janick as he continued to work with him. After a few more beers, Dave accidentally let it slip that he and 


Adrian were more than friends, and that they had broken up after he left the band. Dave realised that he had 
admitted he was gay, and clapped a hand over his mouth. 


Janick only laughed. "No judgement here, mate. | don't know if it was obvious or not, but Bruce and | are 


together." He put an emphasis on the last word. 


"Really!" Dave said, as if he hadn't noticed by the way Bruce was smacking Janick's arse and hugging him 


randomly in the studio. "I never would have guessed!" 


Janick looked at him for a moment before they both broke into laughter. Jan laughed so hard, he almost fell 


over onto Dave. 


It was at that moment, Bruce walked into the pub, and saw them at the bar while laughing. Neither of them 


had time to wave him over, because he immediately marched over to them. 


"Hey, guys!" he said with so much enthusiasm, that it almost sounded forced. He looked at Janick before pulling 
him into a tight embrace that almost seemed possessive and territorial. Janick hugged him back, still giggling. 


And then Bruce pulled him into a kiss that went on so long, Dave was beginning to feel awkward. 


After the kiss broke, Bruce took a seat at the bar and Jan ordered him a beer. Dave, still feeling awkward at 
how dramatic Bruce was behaving, shook off this weird feeling and joined them as they drank together, waiting 
for the evening music to begin 


nw 


During the next few weeks, they worked so much on recording the album, before they knew it, it was finished. 
Steve and Martin huddled together in the mixing room, leaving the others out in the barn to discuss 
everything. They were eventually given permission to take time off to get some much-needed rest before 
touring started. 

Nicko said that he was going to crash on Steve's couch, which he had been doing for the past couple of weeks. 
Dave went back to his own hotel room, and Bruce and Janick returned to theirs. They felt exhausted, yet 
accomplished after finally finishing the album. 

After taking a long nap, Janick was awoken by the phone in his hotel room ringing. He rubbed his eyes; his sleep 
had been so deep, he felt somewhat disoriented. Bruce was asleep beside him, his arm draped across his chest. 
Jan gently moved his arm to the side so as not to wake him. He got up and answered the phone, pushing his 
messy blond hair out of his eyes. 

"Hello?" he said groggily. 

"Hi, Jan" It was Dave. "Are you awake?" 

"No," Jan said, "l'm talkin’ in my fuckin’ sleep." 

"Sorry!" Dave said in his light lisp. 

"IFs okay," Janick said, the sleep slowly starting to leave him, "What's up?" 


| was wondering if you wanted to go back to that Irish pub tonight. There's a band playing there tonight that | 


really wanted to see, and | would like it if you went with me." 

"I'd love to," Janick said, knowing that they had a few days off, so he might as well use them to relax. 
He saw Bruce sit up from the bed, looking over at him sitting at the small table while on the phone. 
"Who are you talking to?" Bruce asked in a sleepy voice that Jan found rather adorable. 


"Dave." he mouthed. Bruce's expression suddenly turned very annoyed. "I'll see you there in a few minutes, 


okay?" he said into the phone, "l'm going to get dressed." 


Dave muttered his agreement and Jan hung up the phone. 


"Where are you going to meet Dave?" Bruce asked 

"Back to the Irish pub’ 

"Why?" 

"Because there's a band playing there that he likes, and he wants me to come and see it with him" 
"Why?" 

'l-" Jan was getting frustrated, "I just told you" 

"But why does he want you to go with him?" Bruce demanded, "Why didn't he ask Steve or Nicko to go?" 


"| don't know," Jan said, "We've become close friends, alright? | guess he just wanted someone to spend time 


with." 


Bruce got up from the bed as Jan was pulling some clothes on. "Actually, I've seen the way he looks at us, and 
| think he's jealous because his own boyfriend left him," Bruce said matter-of-factly. 


Jan pulled a t shirt on and looked at Bruce. It wasn't like him to act jealous, especially over Janick having 


friends. 


"Actually, that's ridiculous," Janick said, "We've been drinking together for years. And besides, he doesn't have 
anyone to hang out with. I'm just going down to the pub to see the band with him!" 


"Okay," Bruce said, "I'll come with you. In fact, | want to come with you every time you two go out drinking so 
that he understands that you're mine." 


The statement was so outlandish, Jan had to look at his boyfriend just to make sure that he wasn't joking. "I 
think everyone understands that now, Bruce because of the way you've been acting in the studio." Janick was 
clearly annoyed now. Bruce had never acted so possessive or controlling before. "What are you so worried 

about anyway? You act like I'm going to cheat on you with Dave. We're bandmates, Bruce. Our relationship is 


completely platonic!" 


"| didn't accuse you of cheating with Davel" Bruce said, anger clearly in his voice now, "Stop putting words into 


my mouth! All l'm saying is that you have no business spending more time with him than you are with me!" 


"le been spending a lot of time with you, Bruce!" Janick said, his eyes Travelling to the bed that they had 
occupied just an hour ago. "A lot. And it's not for you to decide which friends | ‘have business’ spending more 
time with! Stop trying to control who I'm friends with!" 


This statement seemed to only anger Bruce further. "Control youl?" he yelled so loud, Jan was certain that the 
people next door must have heard them, "I'm not trying to control you! All | said was that | wanted to come 
with youl" Bruce sighed, running his hands through his long brown hair in an exasperated manner. "You know 
what, fine! Go to the pub with Dave! | don't care." He turned around and stormed into the bathroom, slamming 


the door behind him. 


Janick's head was spinning. Bruce had never yelled at him before, and had never got jealous of who he was 
friends with. He had always been protective of him in clubs and when they were touring for his solo album, 
but never got jealous over his friendship with a fellow bandmate. Especially not over someone like Dave; 


someone who everyone in the band had seemed to love and respect. 


Janick didn't spend time dwelling on the fight. The atmosphere in the room was too tense, even with Bruce in 
the next room. He grabbed his jacket and went downstairs. The pub wasn't far from the hotel, and he would 


meet Dave there. 


Chapter 3 


Ever since the argument they had had in the hotel room, the atmosphere had only become more tense every 
time Bruce and Janick were alone in a room together. It was so easy for Janick to get along with Dave; he was 


such a pleasant person who always tried to have a smile on his face. Janick was simply shocked when Bruce 


acted like he didn't trust him with Dave. He didn't let his behaviour bother him though. 


Janick had been spending a lot more time with Dave ever since his and Bruce's quarrel. He had often spent 
time with Bruce after the band would finish rehearsal, but he often found himself sitting in the break room 
talking and drinking beers with Dave. 


By the time Steve and Rod announced to them that touring for their new album would begin, Dave and Janick 


had become inseparable. The longer they played together, the more chemistry they seemed to have. 


Bruce had distanced himself with Janick all week, even when they were in the same hotel room together, Bruce 
slept with his back to him, almost hanging off the edge of the bed to stay away from him. He didn't say 


anything about the dispute to Dave or anyone else in the band; he didn't want to cause any further tension. 


When Janick was in the barn with Steve and Dave on the day before their tour promoting their new album, No 
Prayer for the Dying, Steve kept emphasizing how important this tour was since it was the first one with a 
new guitarist, and they would be going in a completely different musical direction from their last album. He 
was being very persistent about everything being perfect to the point where Janick was already beginning to 
feel stressed out and touring had not even started yet. Dave had been working with Steve for years though 


and seemed used to this sort of behaviour. 


When they were finished loading the tour bus the next day, Bruce plopped down in the seat beside Janick who 
was sitting by the window reading a guitar magazine. Jan looked up at him briefly. 


"l'm sorry for being so paranoid,” he said, looking at him with large brown eyes that often made Janick melt, "I 
was just so afraid of losing you, y'know.. You hangin’ out with Dave doesn't bother me. And | know that neither 


of you would ever do anything to betray me. I'm sorry... 


Bruce reached over and stroked Janick's cheek, causing him to blush scarlet. Jan knew that he couldn't stay 
mad at him for long. "It's okay.." he said while placing his own hand over Bruce's, holding his warm hand to his 
face just a little bit longer. Bruce leaned forward and kissed him lightly on the lips. 


Janick felt better after making up with Bruce. He seemed to trust him again, and didn't insist on accompanying 


him when he and Dave hit the pub together. 


They had their first show of the tour the next night, and everything seemed to go well. Gone were the large 
stage props from the previous tours, which were now replaced with a wall of Marshall amps which Janick 
often climbed on top of during shows. 


The stress of the tour was getting to Steve though because just the slightest mishap would cause him to go 
into a tyrannical rage. Bruce was the only one in the band who would yell back at him. He was sick of Steve not 
listening to anyone else's input. This didn't help matters for anyone though. Arguing back to him only seemed to 
add petrol to an already burning fire. 


"If you would open your fuckin’ mouth when singin’ maybe we wouldn't ‘ave to be ‘ere for so long!" Steve 


shouted at him during one of the soundchecks, causing the crew members to stare at him cautiously. 


‘I'm singin’ fine!" the singer shouted into mic seemingly for the sole purpose of shouting louder than the 


bassist. The mic made a screeching noise, and one of the crew members rushed to adjust it. 


The two of them shouted back and forth towards each other to the point Janick couldn't even decipher what 
they were arguing about because neither would let the other finish. It was as if they were just looking for a 
reason to be angry at each other to the point Bruce accused Steve of deliberately sabotaging his mic so that 
he would humiliate himself in concert while the rest of the band looked and sounded good. The accusation was 
so idiotic - especially coming from someone of such intelligence - the rest of the band stopped what they 
were doing to give him a look as if they all thought he was a fucking moron 


This seemed to be enough for Steve to march forward to him, and Jan could have sworn that he was getting 
ready to deck Bruce across the face. He felt a cold pit in his stomach - there was going to be a full-blown 
brawl at the soundcheck, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.. 


Nicko rushed forward from his drum kit and grabbed Steve by his arm to hold him back. "C'mon ‘Arry, stop it, 
he ain't worth it." 


Janick expected Steve to turn around and start screaming at Nicko next for daring to contradict him. Instead, 
his expression turned from a look of pure rage to a soft expression. Nicko's words had seemed to calm him 
down Actually, it was more than that, Janick realized; it was as if his words had caused him to melt in the 
same way he himself would when Bruce started talking sweet to him. Nicko spoke softly to him, and their 
hands locked together for a few moments. 


When Steve finally calmed down, they finished the soundcheck without any further spat. Steve and Bruce didn't 
say much to each other afterwards, not even after the show. Janick and Dave both wanted to avoid conflict at 
all costs, and Nicko seemed to be the only person who could get through to Steve. Janick couldn't get the 
image of Steve softening at his words, and wondered if something was going on between them, and if there 


was, why they were hiding it from the rest of the band... 


Chapter 4 


9 

The tour went on into America, and Steve and Bruce were not fighting as much any more. Janick was spending 
a lot of time with Bruce, leaving Dave in his room by himself in between shows. Dave hated being alone; it 
reminded him that Adrian was no longer with him. He liked spending time with Jan, he was a rice enough bloke, 
and he enjoyed playing with him and coming up with song ideas together. And more importantly, when he was 
with Jan, he wasn't alone. 


But Dave didn't have much time to take solace in the new guitarists presence because Bruce always seemed 
to be pulling him away for something. This didn't bother him at first because of course Jan would be spending 
more time with Bruce - they were lovers. But he quickly became annoyed when they happened to have a room 
right next to his one night, and the sound of them moaning could be heard through the thin walls, and it woke 
him up in the middle of the night. 


Dave took both of his pillows and shoved them over his ears, wondering if he and Adrian were ever this 


obnoxious. 


He went down to the breakfast room the next morning to find Steve and Nicko sitting together, talking in low 
voices so that they couldn't be overheard. Dave didn't want to sit alone, but they looked like they didn't want 
their conversation to be interrupted. He grabbed a plate and went to the buffet to get some food. 


He sat down at an empty table with his eggs, biscuits, and doughnuts when Janick entered the dining room. 
After piling a plate with eggs and bacon, and pouring a cup of coffee, he approached Dave's table. "Mind if | sit 


here?" 


Dave smiled and nodded towards the empty seat. "Where's Bruce?" It was the first time he had seen Janick by 
himself since the American leg of the tour had started. 


"Sleeping," he said, "I think the multiple flights must have exhausted him. So he's sleeping in this morning. How'd 
you sleep last night?" 


Dave didn't tell him what he had overheard last night, knowing it would have been embarrassing for Jan. "Not 
very well," he said truthfully. "I've had trouble falling asleep for the past few nights." More like for the past 
year and a half, he thought to himself. Every night he had to deal with the crushing feeling of loneliness when 
he was made painfully aware that Adrian was not laying beside him. The bed always felt so empty and cold. 


‘Sorry to hear that," Jan said while cutting his eggs with the flimsy plastic silverware that the hotel had 
provided them. "You look tired..maybe you should get some rest before the show tonight" 


And what, spend more time with the crushing loneliness? he thought to himself. "I'll be fine," Dave said while 
cutting his biscuit open, debating if he should get up and get some more. He always ate more when he was 
upset. "It's just.. | have trouble sleeping alone, and have since H left" he admitted in a low voice. Anyone else he 


would have been embarrassed to admit this, but he found it easy to talk to Jan about anything. 
Jan gave him a sympathetic look, "Are you guys still in contact?" 


"Yeah," Dave said, "Not as much though because last time we talked, he said that he was taking a break from 
music altogether. It's just... all of those years, | was so happy that we were in the same band together. Our 
relationship had felt like a rock, y'know? And no matter how much we had leaned on each other, we never 
caved in on each other. And now he's gone... | never thought he would do it, but he just decided that he was 
tired of doing it. | feel like | was a bad boyfriend for not realizing that Maiden was draining him.." 


"You're not a bad boyfriend," Jan said with a sympathetic look in his eyes. "He had his own personal problems. 
It wasn't your fault" Janick sipped his coffee and furrowed his brow slightly. "I felt guilty, y'know, for taking 
his place..felt like | could never fill his shoes. When he had left last year, | called him. Tried to get him to 


rejoin” 


Dave looked up at him, surprised. From what Janick had told him, he had almost been homeless before he 


started working with Bruce. "Why..would you do that?" 


Jan shrugged. "I knew how much the band meant to him..or so | thought. He just..seemed so tired, | guess. | 
thought he would be pissed at me for taking his place since we've been friends for years, but he wasn't. In 
fact, he gave me his blessing. | don't know, it still feels weird though...” 


Dave stared at Janick, awestruck. He knew he was a good bloke, but never knew he was this selfless.. Hearing 
how he tried to convince Adrian to come back only gave him a sense of finality that there was genuinely 
nothing he could do. It didn't cause the feeling of loneliness to diminish, but left a new feeling of anger towards 


his ex-boyfriend for not even trying to stay with him. He knew he was being selfish, but he couldn't help it. 


The two of them finished their breakfast. Steve and Nicko were still at their table, though they had finished 
eating their food. Steve glanced up at Dave, and immediately averted his eyes, avoiding eye contact. Dave 


furrowed his brow, wondering why Steve was acting so strange this morning. 


Later that evening, Dave and Janick were going over their guitar setup backstage before the show. Talking to 
Jan soothed the feeling of abandonment that Dave had felt earlier that morning. 


Bruce came out of his dressing room and saw them standing near their guitar rigs. Dave could have sworn 
that a frown appeared across his face, but Bruce immediately forced a smile onto his face and walked over to 


them. He placed a possessive arm around Janick's waist. 


"Hey, guys," he said. 
"Hi, babe..." Jan said, looking flustered and embarrassed. 


"Hey, do me a favour?" Bruce told Janick while Dave averted his attention to his guitar rig. "When we go 
onstage for the show, | want you to act more flamboyant than you usually do.” When Jan raised his eyebrows, 


Bruce added with a giggle, "| want it to mess with Steve." 


Naturally, this did not sound like a good idea to Janick since he was still new to the band, and Bruce was asking 
him to try and deliberately piss Steve off, and he did not want to risk losing his job within less than a year of 
playing with the band. But when they were performing the show, adrenaline got the best of him as always. 
Bruce practically chased him across the stage, provoking him to run faster than he normally would. By the end 
of the show, he was so hyped up on adrenaline, he had taken his guitar off and was swinging it around by his 


neck. 
Steve didn't even seem bothered by this. If anything, he seemed as entertained as everyone else. 


After the show, Janick was with Bruce and Dave backstage helping the crew get all the equipment packed up. 
Janick was relieved when Bruce had not tried to start another argument with Steve. They had not had another 
public argument in several months, and he was grateful for that because them screaming at each other 


stressed him out. 


When they finished getting all the equipment packed away, the three of them went further backstage to their 
dressing rooms when Bruce stopped suddenly at the dressing room that had Steve's name on it. Both Dave and 


Janick watched him curiously as he pressed his ear up to the door. 


"Bruce," Janick said, his head starting to hurt as it usually did when he suspected that Bruce was about to 


have some outrageously stupid plan, "What are you doing?" 


Bruce didn't answer him, but instead opened the door to Steve's dressing room without knocking. The boldness 
of this action astounded both Janick and Dave as they both looked at each other as if they were both thinking 
the same thought: "What the hell was he up to now?" 


"Bruce!" Jan called. He had too much common decency to enter the room uninvited. "What the hell are you-" 


There was a startled shout as Janick heard Steve swear loudly, and something fell over from inside the room. 


Bruce shouted "I KNEW IT!!!" before breaking into a fit of hysterical laughter. 


The commotion caused both Dave and Janick to peek into the room curiously. To their absolute shock, Steve 
was not alone; Nicko was in there with him. He had apparently fallen to the floor when Bruce barged in without 
warning, and when Janick saw him adjusting his belt on his trousers, he felt the sudden urge to slap Bruce 
upside the head for barging in on them. This only confirmed what he had suspected several months before, 


but he still couldn't help but stand there in shock. 


"What the fuck you fink you're playin’ at, you fuckin’ wanker!?" Steve shouted as he grabbed Bruce by his 
jacket and pinned him up against the wall. 


Nicko was red in the face with embarrassment as he watched his lover scream in Bruce's face. They had got 
into many verbal altercations in the past but nothing had ever escalated to physical violence before. His eyes 


travelled over to the door where Dave and Janick stood and all the colour drained from his face, giving him a 


petrified and sickly look 


"Is your own fuckin’ fault for not lockin' the door, you dumb arse!” Bruce shouted while shoving Steve off of 


him. Bruce was shorter than Steve but stronger. 


Janick looked at his side for Dave, but he had already gone outside in the hallway to get away from the 
altercation. Jan followed him, afraid that Steve would see him and think that he had something to do with this. 


Nicko finally got the situation to die down without Steve punching Bruce in the face. Janick was sitting with 
Dave in the hallway when the three of them came out of the dressing room. Dave was staring up at them, 
shock and confusion written across his face. 

Nicko refused to meet their eyes, but Steve placed his hands in his pockets before saying "Erm..there's 
somethin’ you guys should know.." He took a deep breath before saying, "Nicko and me.. we've been goin’ 
together for some time now..." 


"What?" Dave said, clearly shocked, "For how long!?" 


Steve rubbed his face anxiously, and mumbled, "Ever since a year after Nick joined the band.. so.. ‘84. at the 
beginnin' of World Slavery tour..." 


"You've been together for seven years, and you never told us?" Dave asked, almost sounding hurt, "But..why? 
Why would you hide that from us? You knew what was going on between me and Ade. You knew that we 
wouldn't have judged you guys. Why did you hide all this time?" 

Bruce was standing behind Steve wearing a smug expression. "Actually, | always knew that they were together!" 
The last remaining colour seemed to drain from Steve's face. "Y-you what..2" 


Dave only frowned. "He told you but not the rest of us?" 


"He didn't tell me, but | always knew!" He crossed his arms across his chest arrogantly and Nicko looked at him 


as if he could deck him. "Because | knew that was the only reason he turned me down" 


"What?" Janick said, flabbergasted. 


"Bruce," Steve said in a low voice with his teeth clenched, "If you know what's good for you, you'll keep your 


fuckin’ trap shut-" 

‘Of course, | always figured it was because Nicko was just better in bed than | was, which | honestly doubt-" 
His eyes moved over to Janick who wanted nothing more at that moment than to just evaporate into thin air. 
"But | respected his wishes because | knew that was the only reason he would want to sit on that flat face 


than on me-" 
"A'right, then, ‘ow ‘bout | just kick your arse!?" Steve shouted while rounding up on Bruce, obviously offended. 
"Arry, don't.." Nicko said while placing a hand on his shoulder, "e ain't worth it... 


‘| ain't gonna stand ‘ere and let ‘im talk ‘bout you like that!" he said, "e's run ‘is fuckin’ trap all fuckin’ tour and 
now ‘e's gonna insult youl?" He rounded on Bruce who was still staring at him with a smug smirk on his face. 


"So that's what you've been pissed about, eh!? Mad that | turned you down all those years agol?" 


Bruce shrugged. "It doesn't matter since you were never interested in me in the first place. | tried making you 


jealous, of course, because | thought you were just in denial. That's why | got with Jan" 


Janick jerked his head back as if he had been slapped. His head was spinning at this statement. He could hardly 


believe his ears. 
Steve sighed. "You're fuckin’ pathetic, you know that, Brucel?" 


Jan didn't hear much else of what was said. His heart was pounding so loudly, and it was all that he could hear. 
A sort of rage could be felt from within himself that told him that if he didn't leave the room soon, he was 
going to hit Bruce. Their entire relationship was built on some petty lie that Bruce had used as revenge 
because he was jealous of Steve and Nicko, he realized. He felt so used and dirty - Bruce had convinced him to 
fall in love with him. 


He saw Dave's lips move, probably asking him if he was okay. But Janick didn't hear him. He got to his feet and 
stormed out of the building, making way towards the street to call a taxi. When he was there, he decided that 
he didn't even need a taxi; he was so angry, he walked all the way back to the hotel. 


Janick stormed into the hotel lobby, taking long strides towards the staircase. He often smiled and greeted the 
clerk at the front desk, but was too angry to even acknowledge anyone else. The doors burst open when Janick 
reached the doors to the staircase, and Bruce stumbled in, breathless. Janick shoved the door open and ran up 
the staircase to his floor. 


He stormed down the hallway towards his room when the doors to the staircase burst open 


"Jan!" Bruce shouted frantically, "Wait!" 


Janick ignored him, making his way down the long corridor. Bruce ran after him. Janick's legs were much longer 


than his, so he had to jog to keep up. 

"Jan, please listen to mel" Bruce pleaded as he reached for his hand. 
Janick jerked his arm away. "Leave me alone!" 

"Please! Let me explain!" 


Janick unlocked the door to their room and went inside, picking his clothes up off the floor and shoving them 
into his luggage. 


"Please! Let me explain!" Bruce pleaded again, trying to stop him from zipping his suitcase up. 


"Explain what!?" he shouted, finally losing his temper, "That you've been using me all this time to get back at 


someone who turned you downl?" 


‘Its not like that!" he cried while trying to wrap his arms around him. Janick placed his hands on his chest and 
pushed him away. "Please! Just sit down for a few minutes and let me explain" He looked at him with large 
brown puppy dog eyes. Those eyes normally would have caused Janick to melt, but right then, they only made 
him angrier. It was as if Bruce knew how to turn them on and off as a manipulation tactic. He stood with his 
hands on his hips, giving Bruce room to talk Bruce took a deep breath before saying, "Okay... yes, | had 
originally got with you to make Steve jealous- but listen!" He exclaimed when Janick rolled his eyes and turned 
back to his luggage. “Just listen! Please.. | did.. but | swear to you that | really have grown to have feelings for 
you! What we've had.. between us, it's so much more than what | felt towards Steve. | mean this when | say 


that I've grown to love youl” 


Janick sighed, plopping down on the edge of the bed, his face in his hands. He felt so conflicted. Bruce crawled 


towards him on the bed, wrapping his arms around Janick's torso from behind. 


"Please believe me, baby." Janick felt the hair on the back of his neck stand up as he felt Bruce's breath on 


his ear. "| mean it.. | love you." 
‘| love you too, Bruce.." Jan said quietly. 


Bruce pushed his blond hair aside and kissed him on the back of his neck. Janick stiffened up. He knew where 
this was headed. 


"And besides.." Bruce said while running one hand over Janick's chest, and the other massaging his scalp. "It's 
been years since Steve turned me down." He curled his body around to place a kiss on Janick's lips. Jan pushed 


him away. Bruce fell backwards, looking shocked. 


"Years?" he demanded, "We've only been dating for a few months!" 

‘|-" He seemed to be at a loss for words. 

Janick's head was pounding all of a sudden. "| can't stay here," he said while getting up from the bed, suddenly 
realizing that his jeans were fitting him tighter than usual. He grabbed his jacket and put it on, stubbornly 


believing that would hide it. He reached for his luggage. 


"Where are you going!?" Bruce was looking up at him with large pleading brown eyes, but Janick refused to look 


into them. 


‘I'm not staying here tonight," he said, "I'm going down to the bar. Maybe Dave will let me stay with him until | 


can get my own room." 


"What!?" Mentioning Dave's name only seemed to anger Bruce, and Jan was afraid that he was going to start 
accusing him of things again. "Did you not hear what | just said? | meant what | said! Do you not believe mel?" 


Janick didn't answer him, and Bruce wrapped his arms around him. Jan pulled away from him and grabbed his 
guitar case. "No, | don't!" he yelled. "You've been using me all of this time, and..and.. | genuinely thought that 
you did mean it at first.." He was on the verge of tears. 


"| dol" Bruce cried, reaching for him again, trying to pull him to his chest. 


"Don't touch mel" he cried, shoving his arms away. "I don't want to stay here! I'm not going to let you use me 


any more.." He couldn't stop the tears falling from his eyes. 

"I'm not using you, Jan." Bruce reached out and wiped away a tear. "| meant what | said.. Don't you love me?" 
"| do love you, you selfish bastard," he said while shoving his hand away, "| have all this time.. but you've been 
trying to get with Steve all this time.. you said you did.. but I'm not going to be the one you use to get under 
his skin" He wiped his own tears away and picked up his stuff. "I'm going down to the bar. If Dave is there, lll 


ask him if | can stay with him until | can get my own room." 


He opened the door and left the room, leaving Bruce alone in the room, completely speechless. 


Chapter 5 


Janick kept his distance from Bruce for the rest of the tour. Dave didn't have any problem letting Jan roof 
with him until he found his own room. Bruce was distant with all of them for the rest of the tour, on and 
offstage. Steve and Nicko had seemed embarrassed to be seen together in public after Bruce had outed them 
to the entire band despite the fact that Dave and Janick assured them that they had no problem with their 


relationship. 

In between shows, Steve was spending a lot of time hanging out with the lead singer of a band they had been 
touring with - Wolfsbane's vocalist, Blaze Bayley. The two of them had formed a kind of friendship with each 
other that reminded Steve of the friendship that he used to have with Bruce before they had started fighting 
with each other on an almost daily basis. 

By the time the No Prayer on the Road tour was over, everyone was exhausted and planned on going back to 
their hometowns to rest before they had to start recording their next album. Dave told Janick that he was 
welcome to visit him on his island in Hawaii any time. 

Janick wasn't sure about that at first, and then remembered that Bruce was expecting him to go back to 
London with him. He had already decided that he wasn't going to go with him; he still felt betrayed and used, 
and wasn't going to spend his time off with him. 


Janick was in his hotel room packing his bags on the day they were all planning to fly back home. There was a 
knock on his door, and Janick answered it, expecting it to be Dave. 


Except it was Bruce. 

Bruce grinned at him. "Mind if | come in?" 

Janick didn't give him a verbal answer, but went back to his luggage, allowing him to enter. 

"Are you still mad at me?" Bruce asked while giving him large puppy dog eyes. Janick was so immune to his 
honeyed words, they had no effect on him any more. "You're still coming back to London with me, right? We'll 
have my house to ourselves.” 


"No, I'm not going to London with you," he said quietly while folding his jeans. 


Bruce went to his side and slid his arms around Janick's waist, resting his head on his shoulder. Janick tried to 


shrug him off, but Bruce was wrapped around him tight like a snake. 


"Bruce, please let me go...” 


"Are you really telling me that you would rather go back to Yarm all by yourself," he said in a low husky voice 
that he used when trying to turn Janick on, "Then come back to London with me..?" Janick felt his stubbled 


chin scraped against his neck. He cringed, placing a hand on Bruce's chest and pushing him away. 


"tm not going back to Yarm," he said while placing his folded jeans in his luggage and moving to fold his t- 


shirts. Bruce looked at him curiously. "I'm flying to Hawaii." 


Bruce's face suddenly turned so red with anger, Janick thought he was going to burst a vein. "What the fuck 


are you going to Hawaii for!?" His anger let Janick know that he already knew the answer. 
"l'm going to visit Dave-" 


Janick thought that he saw steam come out of Bruce's ears. "Davel?" he shouted, "I fucking knew it! You've 


been cheating on me with him, haven't youl?" 


The accusation was so extreme, Janick felt his head spin in shock. "No, I'm not cheating on you! Dave and | are 


friends-" 


"Friends-" he spat the word out in a sarcastic tone, "-don't fly across oceans to spend months at a time with 


each other!" 
"Well, that's what I'm doing," Janick said while neatly folding his shirts, avoiding Bruce's eyes. 


"No, it's not," he said while shaking his head, "You have no business flying to another country to see someone 


you're not in a serious relationship with! You're coming back to London with me!" 


This time, Janick did look at Bruce to give him a defiant glare. "I'm not going anywhere with you," he said 
quietly yet firmly. He wasn't going to let Bruce control him, and he was sick of him thinking he had the right 


to. "I'm not asking for your permission. I'm going to Hawaii to spend my time off with Dave." 


Bruce gave him a hard look that made him appear almost dangerous. He stalked up to him and Janick took a 
few steps backwards, fear in his heart. Bruce was much shorter than him, but also much stronger, and Janick 


thought for a moment that he was going to take a swing at him. 
"If you get on that plane to Hawaii, our relationship is over," he said, "And I'm going back to my old girlfriend” 


Janick felt a sudden rush of anger as he stared at Bruce, unable to believe what he was hearing. "Janel?" he 
exclaimed, "The woman who cheated on youl?" He genuinely could not believe that Bruce would stoop this low to 
try and manipulate him. "You know what? Do whatever the fuck you want. Even if | was in a relationship with 
Dave, at least he would be treating me better than you have." He zipped his luggage and turned towards the 


door. "But don't come crying to me when she ends up giving you gonorrhea!" 


"And what the fuck's that supposed to meanl?" Bruce yelled after him as he stormed out of the room. "Jan!" 


Janick slammed the door behind him, wanting to put as much distance between them as he possibly could. 


Dave's plane landed in Maui a few hours later, and he felt a surge of relief when he saw his island that had 
been his home for the past seven years. He felt comfort knowing that he could go home and sleep in his own 
bed. He felt sadness in his heart knowing that his bed would be empty, and without Adrian, but the sadness 


was not as crushing now that he had come to accept that Adrian was not coming back. 


Dave's house was empty and still, untouched ever since he had left it a year ago. As soon as he entered it, he 
felt all the stress from touring wash away from him. He would have several months of peace and solace to 
himself. He wouldn't have to worry about trying to avoid conflict between Bruce and Steve, or watch Bruce try 
to shove his tongue down Janick's throat in front of everyone. However, he would miss spending time with Jan 


though, and was subconsciously hoping that he would at least call him. 


He set his luggage and guitar case down, glancing at the house phone on his wall, noticing that he had some 
voicemails. He went to the kitchen to get a cold beer out of the fridge before coming back to his living room 
to play the voicemails back. The first few were from his next door neighbour, reminding him that their dog 
had come over into his yard while he was away touring and knocked over one of his garden gnomes and broken 


it, and that they would have to compensate him for it. This didn't bother Dave much. Accidents happened.. 


But the last one caused his heart to stop in his chest when he heard Janick's voice. He must have called him 
when he was on his flight back. He sounded tired and strained; as if he had been crying. He told him that he 
was going to take him up on his offer to come and see him in Hawaii, and that he would be there in a few 
hours. He made it clear that he was coming alone, and Dave thought that he didn't sound too happy about that. 
His mind went to Bruce, and how he had embarrassed everyone that night he had outed Steve and Nicko. The 
hurt look on Janick's face was unforgettable; he had looked so betrayed. Dave wondered if they had officially 
broken up yet. 


Dave felt happy that Janick was coming to see him, and suddenly found it hard to relax enough to get the 
sleep that he had been craving ever since he had got on his flight. But he couldn't help but feel concerned by 
Jan's tone on the phone, and wondered what had happened. He had a sinking feeling that it had something to do 


with Bruce. 


He knew that it would be a few hours before Jan would arrive, and got his shower while there was still some 


time To kill. 


Afterwards, he resisted the urge to have a nap in his bed; he was too anxious at the idea of having someone 
to spend his time off with. Someone he was close with and wasn't a massive control freak like Steve or Bruce. 
Knowing that he only had a few more hours, he decided to drive to the airport to wait for Janick's arrival, 


deciding that he would pick him up. 


He waited in the terminal for the plane to arrive for about an hour. When he saw Janick step off the platform 
alone, he couldn't help but feel a pang of sympathy. He knew that he was arriving alone, but seeing him alone 
with a sombre look on his face was like watching a lost puppy wander towards him. He looked tired; Dave was 


sure that he was hungry, and his honey blond hair was dishevelled. He looked like he was about to collapse. 
Dave stood up, smiling at him. Janick seemed to only just realize that he was there. He approached him. 

"Hey, Jan," he said, "Im glad you could make it” 

"You were waiting for me?" he asked, his greyish-blue eyes brimming with tears. 

"Yeah.." Dave said, though now that he admitted it, he felt awkward. "I came as soon as | got your voicemail." 


Jan's carry-on bag dropped from his shoulder to the floor as he approached Dave, catching him off guard as 
he wrapped his arms around him, holding onto him as if he was a life raft in a turbulent ocean. Dave stood 
there, shocked for a moment before wrapping his arms around him and hugging him back. He thought Jan was 
going to start bursting into tears. 


‘Its okay.." he said while patting his shoulder in an attempt to sooth him, "C'mon, let's go and get your luggage, 
and you can tell me what happened” 


Janick rubbed his eyes as he made his way over to the conveyor belt to wait for his luggage. Dave picked up 
his carry-on for him, which Jan seemed too distressed to realise that he had just dropped. When they left the 
airport and got into Dave's car, he asked him to tell him what had happened. 


"Mine and Bruce's relationship is over," he said with a dazed look on his face as if he was unable to accept was 
he was saying, "I didn't want to go back to London with him because of what he said to Steve about only being 
with me to make him jealous... | didn't want to go back to Yarm by myself, so | told him | was coming to spend 
my time off with you. He accused me of cheating on him, and said..he was going to go back to his ex - the 
woman who cheated on him multiple times - if | got on the plane to Hawaii.. and that's when | left” A few 
tears fell down his face and he quickly wiped them away. Dave suddenly felt an anger towards Bruce that he 


never felt before. 


"Jan. l'm so sorry.." He didn't know what else to say. He was torn between pity for Janick and ire for Bruce. 


Furthermore, he couldn't understand why Bruce would do this to anyone, especially someone as good-natured 


as Jan. "You did the right thing.." 


I'm the one who walked away," he said, his voice cracking as he struggled not to cry, "I didn't have to, but | 


did... It's my fault he's with her now." 


Dave hated seeing his friend like this. "You did what anyone with self-respect would have done," he said while 
reaching for his hand, "It's Bruce who is in the wrong, okay? You did nothing wrong." 


Jan wiped his tears away. "I don't know if Steve is going to let me stay in the band or not," he said, "Or if 
Bruce is going to convince him to let me go.. And I'm going to be forced to retire again. Everyone thinks that 


the only reason | got the spot in the first place was because | was Bruce's fuck buddy." 


"What?" Dave said, shaking his head, "No, Jan, that's not going to happen. Steve isn't going to let you go, no 
matter what happens between you and Bruce. He values what you bring to the band too much" He heard Jan 
let out a shaky breath as he squeezed his hand in an attempt to comfort him. "You have nothing to worry 
about, okay?" 


Janick nodded, holding back more tears. 


"Are you hungry?" Dave asked. Janick looked pale and tired, and the food that they served on the plane wasn't 
necessarily filling, at least not for Dave. "There's a bar and grill just a few miles from my house, and we can 


eat there." He was actually pretty hungry himself. 
"Yeah.." he said quietly, "And afterwards, | can go and find a hotel to stay at-" 
"Nonsense," Dave said, "| don't mind you staying at my place.” 


Janick looked at him in shock. "You don't have to do that!" he said, "| don't want to be a bother!" 


"It won't bother me at all," he said, "You can stay in the guest bedroom while you're here. | won't die of 


boredom from being alone, and you can save some money." 
Janick was thanking him profusely as Dave drove to the bar and grill, his stomach growling with hunger. 


When they got to the restaurant, they each ordered burgers and fries. They both ate quickly, Jan had not 
eaten since breakfast earlier that morning. Afterwards, they quickly made their way to the bar. Dave was a 
regular there, and the bartender, Tony, recognized him immediately, and offered them their first drinks on the 


house. 


The weight of Janick's situation seemed to lift as the night went on, getting pleasantly buzzed as they drank 
and laughed together. Soon, it seemed as if Janick had forgotten all about Bruce, and seemed more relaxed than 
Dave had ever seen him. After a few hours had passed, they both stepped out onto the beach, the salty night 
air an obvious change to the smoke-filled, boozy club they had just left. Dave led him to the shore, hoping to 
walk off this buzz so that he would be sober enough to drive home. Otherwise, he would have to call them a 


taxi. 


In a drunken stupor, Janick kicked his trainers and socks off and dug his bare feet into the wet sand, giggling. 
Dave sat down next to him. The sky was clear on this summer night, and thousands of stars were above them 


and the waves were gently rolling in 


"lm so glad | came..." Janick said while spreading himself out on the sand, his long blond hair spread around him 


like a halo. 
I'm glad you came too." 


"I think | would have been miserable in London," he said, his blue eyes gazing up at the stars above him, "Bruce 


would have kept me in the bedroom the entire time..." 


Dave averted his eyes, feeling embarrassed. Surely, Janick wasn't going to start rambling on about his sex 


life..? He didn't need to know about that. He had already witnessed enough while on tour. 


| don't have to walk on eggshells when I'm hanging out with you," Jan said while staring straight up into the 
night sky. "With Bruce.. | could just breathe too heavily, and he somehow took that as a sign that | was being 
unfaithful." 


Dave looked down at him, feeling sympathy. "But..he's the one who went back to his old girlfriend” 


Janick closed his eyes, listening to the waves. "Rules never seemed to apply to him. | guess..he thought that | 
was lucky. Lucky to be with him. Lucky to be breathing the same air as him." A look of horror suddenly came 


across his face as if he was just now realizing what he was saying. "l-l shouldn't be talking about-" 


"No, no, no, its okay!" Dave said while reaching for his hand. He could tell that he felt guilty for talking about 
Bruce in such a negative way. This only made Dave feel angrier towards Bruce. How he was making Jan feel 
was unacceptable. He was too good of a bloke to be put through this. "You have nothing to feel sorry for, Jan, 
it isnt your fault.” 


He couldn't imagine ever putting someone that he was supposed to love through something like this. He tried to 
imagine if Adrian was in a similar position, and he just couldn't do it. How Bruce was treating Janick wasn't how 


anyone should be treating their significant other. 


When Dave was finally sober enough, he eventually drove Janick back to his house, helping him carry his bags 
to the guest bedroom. He came into the living room to find him sitting on the sofa, flipping through the 
channels on his large tube TV. Dave sat down next to him, going through some of the VHS tapes that he had 
left sitting on the coffee table. 


"Are you going to be okay?" he asked him. 


Janick looked up at him and nodded. "I'll be fine," he said, "It's just.. it hurts. | didn't think he would stoop this 
low. But claiming that he was going back to her.. that was the final straw." 


Dave got up and slid a comedy into the VHS player, and changed the TV to the proper channel. He came back 
and sat down next to Janick, who surprised him by cuddling into his side, almost instinctively. 


Dave put his arm around his shoulder, and Janick rested his head on his shoulder. "You know you're welcome 


here any time, right, Jan?" 

Janick mumbled sleepily, and nodded against his shoulder. "Thank you, Davey..." 

The film started, but both of them were too buzzed and too tired to really pay any attention to it. Janick's 
warmth was causing Dave to feel comfortably drowsed, and the sound from the TV eventually seemed nothing 
more than a distant noise. Dave instinctively wrapped his arms tighter around Janick, suddenly feeling very 
protective of him, the kind of protectiveness that he had not felt for anyone in such a long time. 


Not since Adrian, he realized. 


After a few moments, he stopped fighting sleep, and fell into a contented slumber with Janick wrapped safely 


and snugly in his arms. 


Chapter 6 


N2 

The past few months Janick had spent with Dave made him grow even closer to him. The island was warm and 
beautiful even in the winter months, and Janick was almost sad to leave it when it was time to go back to 
England to record the band's ninth studio album. On their time off, he and Dave did everything together; going 
to pubs and watching live music every weekend, and staying up late into the night coming up with riffs and 
melodies together. He had even gone golfing with him, even though he knew next to nothing about the sport. 


The entire atmosphere was so much more welcoming and warm than when they were touring. 


Dave and Janick planned on flying back together, and Janick was grateful to have these few hours together 
alone with Dave before he inevitably had to face Bruce again for the first time in months. He wondered if he 
really had got back together with Jane, and if he did, if he would be bold enough to bring her into the studio. 
Steve wouldn't allow it, he knew that much. Bruce had not even attempted to call him during the entire time 
that he had been away. 


The flight back to England seemed to go by fast for him. He was dreading having to face his old lover again, 
and the warm welcoming feeling he had felt when he was with Dave would wash away as soon as he was in a 


room with Bruce. He knew that it would. 


Their manager was waiting for them at the airport, much to their surprise. "Hello!" Rod said, smiling at them 


once they retrieved their luggage. "Did you have a good time off?" 
Dave smiled and nodded. "We did, thanks! Where's Steve?" 


"He and Martin are at his house. They've moved the studio from the barn, and will be recording the album 
from there," he said while leading Dave and Janick outside to his convertible, "He told me to come and pick 
everyone up from the airport and drive them to his house. Bruce arrived earlier this morning. And Nicko, of 


course, never left." 


Janick felt his stomach drop at the mention of Bruce's name, but tried not to let it show that it upset him. He 
got into the backseat of Rod's car with Dave; the smell of fast food and cigarettes permeated the car but he 


made no comment. 


The sky was grey and cloudy today as they were driven out into the countryside, and Janick stared out the 
window as he watched it roll past him. He could hear Dave and Rod talking, but his mind was on what he was 
going to have to face when he reached Steve's house, and inevitably had to face Bruce. Would Bruce be angry 


when he saw him and Dave arrive together? 


Steve's house eventually came into view as Rod pulled into the driveway. Bruce, Nicko, and Martin's cars were 


parked next to each other, so everyone was already inside. Janick stayed seated for a few moments as Dave 


got out to get his guitar case out of the boot of the car. His nerves were already in a mess, and he was doing 
his best to delay going inside. He glanced out the window towards the front door, expecting Bruce to be 
watching for him to come in with Dave, and accuse him of sleeping with him. It didn't matter that he had 


already announced that he was going back to his cheating ex. 
Dave stuck his head back in the window. "You comin’, mate?" 


Janick looked up at Dave's round, jolly face. He forced a smile and nodded, getting out of the car. Dave had 
already got his guitar out of the boot for him, and they both made their way through Steve's garden. 


Bruce was sitting alone in Steve's living room when Janick came in through the front door, holding a scotch 
glass in his hand. He looked up at him when he entered, smiling sheepishly. Janick averted his eyes, unable to 


meet Bruce's. 
"Hey," Bruce said awkwardly, moving his glass around in his hand. "How was your time off?" 


It was nice," Janick said, afraid to elaborate further, for fear that Bruce might jump to conclusions. "How was 


yours?" 
Bruce shrugged, still staring down at his scotch glass. "Alright, | guess. It was lonely.” 


Dave entered the house, stopping when he saw Bruce in the living room. Janick was expecting a look of anger to 
come across Bruce's face, but it didn't. Bruce seemed able to read Dave's inscrutable expression to know that 


Janick had told him what had happened between them. He sighed and got to his feet. 


"I think | owe both of you an apology." he said as if he was embarrassed to meet their eyes. Janick blinked. He 
had expected Bruce to start yelling at him or make some sort of snide comment. But he looked genuinely 
apologetic. "Janick, l'm sorry for accusing you of cheating on me. And for telling you | would go back to Jane. | 
didn't, in case you're wondering. | just..wanted to make you stay and that was a shitty way to go about it" He 
sighed and looked at Dave. "And I'm sorry for thinking you would be going behind my back with Jan We've been 
friends for years and know that you would never do anything like that. I'm sorry. To both of you." 


Janick looked down at his feet, hesitant to meet Bruce's eyes. Bruce seemed genuine in his apology and these 
past few months must have been enough time to think about his petty behaviour. 


‘Its okay," Janick said after a while as he looked up into Bruce's pleading brown eyes. Bruce's face lit up at 


these words. 
"Yeah," Dave said beside him, though he sounded hesitant. "No hard feelings, mate." 


Bruce smiled and stepped forward to wrap his arms around Janick. Janick hesitated before hugging him back. 


‘I've missed you so much," Bruce whispered softly in his ear. He kissed him firmly on the lips, and that was 
when Dave walked away to go into the kitchen, and Janick felt a slight ache in his heart. He kissed Bruce back 
for a few moments, glad that he had finally come back to his senses, before Steve came into the room and 


cleared his throat. 
The two of them pulled away, a light flush on Janick's cheeks. Martin came in shortly afterwards. 


“Ello, Dave. Janick," he nodded towards the two of them but seemed to deliberately avoid looking at Bruce. 
"We've moved the studio," Steve told them, "We won't be recordin in the barn anymore." He turned around and 
made his way back down the hallway without saying another word. Janick looked after him curiously before the 


rest of them followed him down the hall to where the new studio was. 


They spent the next couple of weeks writing songs for the new album. Dave, Janick, and Bruce seemed to be on 
good terms again So much so that they had even co-written some songs together. This would be the first 
album in which Janick was to contribute to the songwriting since everything on No Prayer For The Dying was 
already pre-written when he joined the band. 


Everything went well until Bruce and Steve were in a room together. That always seemed to result in an 
argument and a screaming match. Steve still seemed to be upset about Bruce embarrassing him and Nicko 
during the last tour, but didn't come right out and say it. It got to the point where they were not even talking 
to each other, let alone writing songs together for the album. Bruce began to outright avoid Steve altogether 
and spent his free time with Dave and Janick. 


When Steve was finally happy enough with the progress of the album to allow them to take a break, Dave 
happily hit the pub with Janick. They went back to the same Irish pub that they went to two years ago. It was 
in the evening and a live band was playing, and Dave felt the stress that he had felt for the past couple of 
weeks wash away from him as they drank and laughed together. 


Bruce seemed to appear out of nowhere, startling Dave. He had forgotten that he was going to meet with 


them there. He placed an arm around Janick's waist and smiled at the two of them. 


"Hey, guys!" he said. Bruce had been accompanying them almost every time they went out drinking because 
Steve apparently couldn't stand to be around him anymore. They had been getting along fine lately, so it didn't 
really bother Dave much. But he still couldn't help but feel mad at him for how he treated Janick months 
before. The memory of him crying in his car as they both sat in the airport parking lot came back to him. 


After they finished another round of beers, Bruce led Janick away from the bar and towards the dance floor. 
Dave watched him wrap his arms around him and start to sway slowly to the music that was playing. He 
couldn't stop himself from frowning as an unusual ache formed in his heart as he sat alone at the bar. He 


didn't understand why he was so upset about this. Was he becoming..jealous? 


Dave forced his eyes away from the dancing pair, staring down at his beer. This was wrong, very wrong. Janick 
was his best friend, he shouldn't be feeling this way about him. He wanted to feel happy for him that things 
were going well with Bruce again - and hopefully sfayea that way, and that Bruce didn't say or do something to 
make him cry again - but he was unable to get rid of the feeling that he had felt on the island. 


You can't be in love with Janick, Dave told himself as he refused to look behind him at the dance floor. You cant 
be in love with hm because youre still in love with Adrian. 


Though he knew that was a lie as he was thinking it. Adrian had left him over two years ago now, and he had 
finally accepted that he was never coming back. This fact didn't stop the guilt from consuming him as he sat 
at the bar clutching his beer bottle, the loud music seemed to become a droning sound to him as he became 


more and more conflicted with his own thoughts. 


Chapter 1 


It was time for the band to go back on tour again to promote Fear of the Dark, their ninth studio album. Even 
though he seemed to get on fine with Dave and Janick, Bruce and Steve were still avoiding being in the same 
room together whenever they could. Steve and Nicko no longer seemed to be embarrassed to be seen 
Together. It was apparent to everyone that they were now a couple, as they were holding hands on the tour 
bus and stealing kisses from each other during rehearsals and soundchecks. 


Bruce seemed disgusted by this display of affection Nicko glared at him, as if daring him to make some sort 
of snide comment so that he would have a reason to hit him. 


"Why does it bother you so much?" Janick asked him one night in their hotel room, "They seem happy 
together..how is it any different from how we act with each other?" Bruce was a lot more bold with his public 


display of affection, but Janick didn't point that out. 
It doesn't bother mel" Bruce said defensively. 


Janick averted his eyes, feeling tempted to ask Bruce if he still had feelings for Steve, but knew that would 
only anger him. He did everything he could not to start a fight or end up in the middle of one. 


As if reading his mind, Bruce took Janick's hand and pulled him into his arms. Janick was taller than him, so 
Bruce had to pull him down to press his lips to his before pulling him towards the bed. 


Meanwhile, Dave wasn't doing any better when he saw Bruce and Janick together, and it killed him on the inside, 
knowing that there was nothing he could do to control these feelings. Janick seemed so happy now that Bruce 
was acting so caring and doting, but Dave couldn't help but not trust him because of what he had witnessed 
back on the island There wasn't anything he could say because Bruce always accompanied Janick when they 


hung out together. 


Dave pushed these feelings aside a few days before their Donington show, their biggest gig in the entire tour. 
Steve made it very clear how important this gig was, to the point he was being even more of a dictator than 
usual during rehearsals. This would usually give Bruce a reason to argue back to him, but Nicko was no longer 


shy about threatening to beat the shit out of Bruce any time he tried to deliberately start a fight with Steve. 


After rehearsal, Steve and Bruce didn't even so much as mutter a word to each other. Steve retreated to the 
back with Nicko, clutching his hand. Dave turned around to look for Janick, only to find Bruce attempting to 
shove his tongue down his throat before he even had a chance to take his guitar off. Feeling sick to his 
stomach, Dave packed his guitar up and made his way outside to get a taxi back to the hotel. 


The entire situation seemed bizarre to Dave. Seeing Bruce wrapped around Janick like some sort of snake made 
him feel sick and angry, but what was he going to do? There was no way Janick was going to leave Bruce and 


come to him. Janick was his friend, and he knew that Janick would never see him as anything more. Bruce was 


supposed to be his friend too. They had been friends for a decade, and Dave was feeling bitter resentment 
towards him - not only for making Janick cry last year - but for somehow coaxing Janick back into his arms. 


Dave wanted to kick himself for feeling so jealous. This wasn't like him to covet someone else's partner. 


Dave was so lost in his own head as he was walking into the hotel, he didn't notice the man walking out at the 


same time, and crashed right into him. 


"l-Im so sorry!" he stammered profusely as he fell to the floor, and he would have gone down too if he hadn't 
caught himself against the doorway. "Are you okay-" 


He stopped suddenly as he got up and looked at him, grinning widely. Dave's heart suddenly flooded with joy, as 


he would know that smile from anywhere. 


"Adrian!" he exclaimed, and laughed as Ade threw his arms around him in an embrace. "What are you doing 


here!?" 


| was passing through with my band, and knew that | couldn't miss seeing you guys for this show," he said, 
"So, | thought that | might surprise you by checking into the same hotel." 


Dave felt a weight lift off his chest as he laughed and talked with his old lover again. They hadn't spoken to 
each other face-to-face in nearly three years. Seeing his face after all this time felt like a breath of fresh 


air. 


Dave went upstairs to put his guitar in his hotel room and promised to meet Adrian at the pub across the 


street. They had a lot to catch up on. 


When Dave arrived at the pub, it was already bustling, smoke and loud music filling the place. Dave pulled out a 
cigarette of his own and offered one to Adrian as he sat down at the bar. He shook his head. 


"No, thank you," he said. "I quit smoking a few months back." 
Dave put the pack away. 
"So, how have you been?" Ade asked him as he ordered them both a couple of beers. 


Miserable, Dave wanted to tell him, Anxious. Betrayed. Why didn't you stay and try to work things out? Why 


did you leave me to develop feelings for someone else - someone who was already taken? 


"Fine," Dave lied while forcing a smile onto his face. The smile didn't reach his eyes, however, and Ade noticed 


immediately. Of course, he did, Ade understood Dave more than anyone. 


"Look, | get it, Davey.. I've missed you, too." His eyes were sincere as they brimmed with tears. Dave wanted to 


feel angry towards him, but he found that he just couldn't... 


The two of them caught up on things as they drank beer after beer, the alcohol melting away the anxious 
feeling that Dave had had earlier. Adrian told him about the multiple projects that he had been working on, but 
that he was mostly focusing on fishing. His eyes lit up as he was describing the largest carp that he had ever 
caught. 


Dave smiled as he listened to him get excited talking about things that he loved. It was at that moment, Dave 
felt a sort of kinship with Adrian that was different from how he used to feel. He didn't feel a raging sort of 
passion for him anymore - he still loved Adrian, but it was a platonic sort of love. Adrian was his friend - his 


best friend, like he had been when they were in high school. 


After a few more drinks, Ade asked him if he had been seeing anyone lately, and the alcohol had soothed Dave 
enough for him to admit that he had developed feelings for Janick. 


"Janick's a great guy," Adrian said, having to hold himself upright on the bar to keep from falling off the 


barstool. "I'm so happy for you, Davey, | always knew that you would find someone who deserves you..” 

Dave suddenly panicked. "But - that's not what | meant.. Janick is Bruce's boyfriend-" 

But Adrian seemed to be too drunk to comprehend this. He wrapped his arms around Dave, hugging him tight. 
"I just want you to know that you'll always be my best friend, and that | will always love you, no matter what 
happens, okay? Even if we're not together anymore, I'll always love you as my best mate.” 

Dave hugged him back. "Of course, H.. But-" 

Before he could finish, Adrian belched and threw up on Dave's shoes. 

"I'm so sorry!" Adrian slurred. 


‘Its okay," Dave said while supporting him with one arm. "Let's get you back to the hotel.” 


Dave had to practically carry Adrian back to the hotel, because he was too drunk to walk in a straight line by 
himself. 


When they entered the lobby, Dave asked Adrian which room he was in, in which he laughed in response, and 


said that he couldn't remember. 


"That's okay," he said while carrying him towards the lift, and pushing the button for his floor. "You can rest 


in my room tonight." 


"Yay!" Adrian said excitedly. "Sleepover!" 


As soon as they entered Dave's room, Adrian immediately collapsed on the couch in a drunken slumber. Dave 
sighed, pulling the duvet off of his bed and gently covered Adrian with it. He turned the overhead light off, laid 
down on his own bed to get the rest that he needed for the show tomorrow, feeling content that he had 
finally made peace with Adrian. 


Dave awoke the next morning to an empty room. His head felt like it was full of lead from drinking last night, 
and he resisted the urge to fall back onto the bed and back asleep, instead getting up and getting dressed. 


He made his way downstairs to the dining room, craving a cup of coffee to fight off this hangover that he 
was having. Adrian was sitting at one of the tables talking to Steve, and he smiled softly, getting a bittersweet 


feeling as he remembered his time in the band. Dave approached the table and Adrian smiled up at him. 


"Hi, Davey!" he said while holding up his own cup of coffee. "You were sleeping so heavily, | didn't want to wake 


you... 


"IFs okay," Dave said while sitting down across from them. "I'm surprised, really. You were out harder than | 


Steve looked happier than he had all tour, and Dave had the feeling that was going to go away as soon as 


Bruce entered the room, so he felt the need to savor the moment between the three of them. 
"We'll be performin’ at the Castle Donington Festival tonight," Steve told Adrian. 


"I know," Adrian said while stirring his coffee, "I plan on coming over there to see you guys play." He looked 


over his coffee cup at Dave and winked at him. 
"Well, ‘at's good to ‘ear," Steve said, "Why don't you come over and play Running Free with us?" 


Dave felt his heart catch in his chest. He hadn't played with Adrian in over four years, and the idea of him on 
stage with them again filled his heart with bittersweet joy. 


Adrian looked shocked at the invitation. "I-| would love to - " he stammered. 


"Great," Steve said while getting up from his seat, "You meet us at the stadium tonight, eh? | need to go and 


find Rod, an’ let ‘im know." 


Steve left the dining room, leaving Dave and Adrian alone at the table together. Janick entered the room just 
as he was leaving, and Dave smiled up at him. But that smile quickly faded as he remembered that Bruce 
would most likely be following close behind him. 


And he was right, sure enough. Bruce entered close behind him, placing his hands on his shoulders in a 


possessive manner. They both saw Adrian sitting at the table with Dave, and their faces lit up. 
"Adrian!" Bruce said while coming over to their table. "What are you doing here?" 


| came to see you guys perform at the festival," he said, "But Steve wanted me to perform Running Free with 


you guys.. ls that okay?" 


‘Okay? That's great!" Bruce wrapped his arms around him, and Adrian hugged him back awkwardly, obviously 
surprised by the gesture. 


Bruce seemed happier to see Adrian more than anyone else, and they both chatted away excitedly, seemingly 
oblivious to Dave and Janick's presence. 


Dave got up from his seat to get another cup of coffee, and Janick followed him. 
"It's great having Adrian here, isn't it?" Janick asked him as he got himself a plate of scrambled eggs. 


"Yeah," Dave said while putting some creamer in his coffee, too ashamed to meet Janick's eyes. "l'm glad he'll 


be performing with us." 


‘I've never played with two other guitarists before," Janick said, "I'm only just now getting used to playing with 
you.. | wonder if Steve will ask me step aside for that song." 


Dave sighed, wondering if Janick was being humble, or if his self esteem was genuinely that low. Hearing what 
he had said back at the island when he said that Steve might fire him if he and Bruce broke up, he wasn't 
sure anymore. "No, Jan, you'll do great. He's only playing one song with us, anyway. You're not going to lose 


your job." 


Janick's face turned red. "That wasn't what | meant." Though he looked as if that was what he had been 


worrying about. 


Bruce appeared behind them suddenly, wrapping his arms around Janick, squeezing his middle. "Hey, guys! What 


are you up to?" 
"Just getting some food." Janick said. Bruce raised an eyebrow, as if he had caught Janick in something. 
"Really." 


Janick nodded meekly, and Dave thought that he looked like a deer caught in headlights. Bruce released Janick, 


turning around and leaving the dining room. 


Janick stared at the doorway a few seconds after he had left before gathering his food. "| have to go and find 


him. 
"Why?" Dave asked before he could stop himself. 
"| just don't want him to be mad..nd |." 


Dave suddenly felt angry at Bruce, but Janick turned and left the dining room before he could say anything 


more. 
Stop fretting over it, he told himself. It's none of your business. 

But how could he not fret over it? He had grown to care for Janick, no matter how hard he tried to deny it. It 
was obvious that Bruce had him wrapped so tight around his finger, he was afraid to put so much as a toe 
out of line. Remembering the look on his face, the idea of what Bruce said or did to Janick behind closed doors 
made Dave feel horrified. 

As if out of instinct, he turned and ran out of the dining room after Janick, forgetting all about his coffee 
sitting on the counter. He didn't know what he was going to do once he caught up to him - stop him from 


entering his own room? He didn't know. Logic seemed to be out the window at the moment. 


He was running towards the stairway when it opened suddenly, and he collided face first with Steve. Rod was 


close behind him, and he was knocked backwards when Steve backed into him. 


"Steve! Rod!" Dave stammered, his face burning with embarrassment as Steve held his forehead from the 


collision "I'm s-so sorry!" 


"ls aright, Davey," Steve said while helping Rod up. "I was just lookin’ for you, as a matter a fact. | need you 
to 'elp the roadies with the setup at the at the stadium. I'll meet you there in a few, aright?" 


"B-but.." His head was spinning and throbbing all at once. He knew that he had to do something but couldn't 
remember what. He just knew that it had something to do with Janick, and that he would be in trouble if he 
didn't get to him. 

"You alright, Davey?" Rod asked him. "You look like you've seen a ghost!" 


Dave's head seemed to come back down to reality. 


"Yeah," he said. Steve was looking at him very closely. "Yeah, l'm fine. I'll go and help the crew set up.” 


Dave had plenty of time to calm down as he helped the crew set up before the show, and Steve showed up 
shortly after to help them finish setting up. It seemed as if he had freaked out earlier that morning over 
nothing. 


The rest of the band showed up an hour later. Janick looked happier than he had at the hotel, and Dave was 
relieved to see that. Nicko was the last to show up, and he approached Steve right in front of the rest of the 
band and gave him a big kiss. Bruce's face appeared to turn green, but he kept his mouth shut. 


"Hi." Dave heard a voice say right in his ear. He spun around to find Adrian standing directly behind him. 
Hi." Dave said, the nervousness in his stomach starting to fade away slightly. 


"Rod said | could watch you guys play from the side of the stage," Adrian said while grinning. "And then I'll 


come on afterwards to play Running Free with you guys." 
"T-that sounds great,” Dave said, "I'm.l'm glad you're here, Adrian" 


Adrian must have noticed how nervous Dave was because he reached out and gave him a reassuring squeeze 


on his shoulder. 


Dave was relieved when they were able to finish setting up without Bruce and Steve getting into a screaming 


match. Everyone seemed to be in a much better mood now that Adrian was with them. 


When it was finally time for them to go on stage, the show went rather smoothly. They played songs from 
the new album, and Bruce put on a professional performance as always despite not having anything to do with 
Steve offstage. Bruce interacted with the audience more than he normally had all tour, and they reacted 
gleefully. 


Janick seemed happier than ever, as if nothing had ever been wrong in the dining room earlier that morning. 
But performing often did that for him; washing away any bad feelings that he was having, overpowered by the 


music and adrenaline. 


At the end of the show, Bruce was introducing Adrian onto the stage, and the crowd was happier than ever to 
see him back. It didn't seem to occur to the band how much Adrian would be missed when he had left. 


The worries that Janick had brought up earlier that morning were unfounded; the three of them playing 
together blended perfectly. The chemistry that Dave had with Adrian was still unmatched; their playing seemed 
to go together so naturally. Dave was so happy in that moment. Adrian being there seemed to melt away all 


tension. Janick being there only made him happier. 


After the festival, the band left the stadium in a much happier mood than usual. Dave found himself at the 
pub with both Janick and Adrian, laughing and drinking together like they had not done in years. Bruce was 


there too, but he was not domineering over Janick as he normally did This would be the last night before 
Adrian had to fly out again, so Dave and Janick thought they would give him a "proper" farewell 


The morning after the show, Janick woke up to an empty bed and heavy head, exhausted from the performing 
and the booze. The sunlight was peeking through the curtains, and judging by the brightness, he could tell that 


it was nearly noon He buried his head back into his pillow, wanting to fall back asleep. 


But Adrian was supposed to be flying out today, and he had promised him that he and Dave would see him off. 
He got up, holding his head as it felt like it was full of lead. How much did | drink last night? he thought to 


himself. 


As he made his way downstairs to the dining room, he was craving a cup of coffee, needing the caffeine to 


chase away this hangover. 


Adrian and Bruce were already in the dining room, sitting at a table with their heads close together, speaking in 
low voices. Janick went to the coffee machine to get a cup of coffee, straining his ears to try and hear what 


the two of them were talking about. 


Dave entered the dining room just a few moments later, looking far too jolly for someone who had been up all 
night drinking. Janick ran his hands through his messy blond hair, picking the cup of coffee up, and sipping it. 
Maybe it was just him who drank as much as he did.. 


"Good morning, Janick!" Dave said with a smile so bright, Janick felt nearly blinded by it. Bruce and Adrian 
looked up from their table, and Bruce looked suddenly annoyed, as if only just now noticing that Janick was in 
the room. "Good morning, guys!" Dave told them. Adrian got up from his seat and hugged Dave tightly. "lm so 
glad you got to perform with us, Ade..” 


"| am too..." 


"Alright, Adrian's plane leaves in an hour," Bruce said while getting up. "Rod said that he would drive you to the 
airport." Adrian and Dave had their arms around each other, smiling up like a couple of kids. 


They released each other, and Adrian came over to Janick to shake his hand. "Bye, Janick. It was great seeing 


you again." 
"It was great seeing you too," Janick said, careful not to spill his hot coffee on him. 
Dave led Adrian out of the dining room, and Bruce sat back down at his table, not saying a word to Janick. Jan 


sat down across from him, and Bruce picked up the newspaper lying on the table, opening it, seemingly just to 


block Janick from his vision. 


Janick sat there in silence for a moment as Bruce seemed to be reading. After a few moments, he realised 
that the newspaper was being held upside down. Janick rolled his eyes, realising now that Bruce was going to 
act petty for a reason unknown to him. 

"What were you and Adrian talking about earlier?" Janick asked casually, sipping his coffee. 


Bruce set the newspaper down. "What?" 


"Earlier," Janick said, and then saw Bruce glaring at him. He averted his eyes, feeling tense as if he expected to 
get yelled at any moment. 


"It didn't concern you, did it?" Bruce said in a cold tone. 
| was just wondering-" 
"Well, stop wondering? And maybe mind your business?" 


Janick was speechless as Bruce got up from the table, and left the dining room, leaving Janick alone to wonder 
what he could have possibly done wrong this time. 


Chapter 8 


NB 
The band barely had any time to rest before they started their next tour. The tension was higher than ever 
between Bruce and Steve, and they hardly ever spoke a word to each other. Bruce acted openly disgusted any 


time Steve and Nicko would show open affection towards each other. 


Not even Janick could seem to keep on Bruce's good side. Just the slightest thing would make him angry, and 


they would end up in an argument. 


The band was working on a new live album, and Steve was doing all of the production - Martin had retired. This 
only seemed to annoy Bruce further because he was not allowing anyone else into his studio as he was doing 
the mixing. This was - to Bruce - Steve tightening his grip around the band so that he had complete and total 


control. 


The Real Live Tour started, and the entire band was on edge when Steve, Bruce, and Nicko were in the same 
room together. The three of them were like a ticking time bomb, just waiting to explode if a wrong word was 


spoken. The tension could even be felt on stage. 


It was late into the night when the band's plane had landed in Madrid, Spain. Bruce had got held up at the 
airport because the security machine had gone haywire, which caused a luggage search, much to his 


annoyance. The rest of the band took a cab to the hotel while Janick stayed behind with him. 


When the security finally confirmed that there was nothing threatening in Bruce's luggage, he and Janick left 
the airport. 


"You didn't have to stay behind," Bruce said while staring at the ground as they walked. "You could have gone 
back to the hotel with the others." 


Janick didn't say anything, knowing full well that Bruce would have been mad if he had gone back to the hotel 
without him. 


The two of them ended up paying for a rental car so that they could drive back to the hotel. It was already 
late into the night, and Janick couldn't wait to get back to the hotel and just sleep. He knew he wouldn't be able 
to sleep for long, because they had a show the next day. 


Bruce didn't say a word to him on the drive to the hotel, and Janick felt like he would explode on him if he 


tried to start a conversation. He was already in an irritable mood for getting held up at the airport. 


When they reached the hotel, the valet took their luggage out of the boot of the rental car, and the two of 
them made their way into the lobby to check into their room. Rod and Steve were waiting for them. 


Apparently, Janick was walking too close behind Bruce because Bruce let out an annoyed sigh. "Can you stop 
breathing down my fuckin’ neck/?" he said through clenched teeth. 


Janick blinked, feeling as if he had been slapped. "Sorry..?" 
"IFs ‘bout time you two showed up, eh?" Steve said while handing them each their room keys. 


"About timel?" Bruce snapped, and Janick sighed, knowing by his tone that he was about to make this into a 
bigger situation than it needed to be. "You weren't the one who had their luggage searched, 'Arry!" 


Steve was clearly too exhausted to argue with Bruce, which was a first. "Right, well I'm gonna ‘ead up to me 


room now. You two blokes get some rest, a'right?" 
"G'night." Janick muttered, and Steve left the lobby, Rod following close behind him. 


"The fuckin’ audacity!" Bruce ranted as they walked down the hall to their room. "As if we were taking too long 
for his liking!" 


"He didn't mean anything by it, Bruce." Janick said while unlocking the door. 
"And why the fuck are you kissin’ his arse, huhl?" 

I'm not, | just-" 

"Just what!?" Bruce was in his face now, and Janick backed away from him. 


Bruce glared at him, and when he realized that Janick wasn't going to argue back to him, he lifted his shirt 


over his head. "I'm gonna get a shower. I'm fuckin’ exhausted." 


Janick sat down on the edge of the bed, rubbing his head. He felt dreadful, as if he was trapped in this room 
with Bruce angry at him for something that wasn't even his fault. 


He glanced over at his suitcase; they had already been brought up to their room. He pulled a pair of pajamas 
out and got dressed for bed, laying down on the bed, wanting to fall asleep to escape whatever Bruce was going 
to get mad at him for next. 


He heard the water turn off, and Bruce was moving around in the bathroom for a few minutes before the 
bathroom door burst open, and Bruce stood there wearing nothing but his sweatpants. He was glaring down at 


Jan, looking enraged about something while holding his hairbrush. 


"Did you use my hairbrush!?" he demanded. 


Janick looked up at him. "N-no..2' 


"Then why is there blond hair in itl?" he yelled, coming to the side of the bed while holding it directly in front of 


Janick's face as if he needed to see it better. 

Janick turned his head away. "l-I don't know! | might have used it by accident." 
"Accident!?" 

‘Or maybe without thinking." 


"Without thinking!?" Bruce spat. "You went through my shave kit, pulled out my hairbrush, ran it through that 
mop that you call hair without thinking!?" 


"| don't know!" Janick said, covering his face with his hands. He just wanted Bruce to stop yelling at him so that 
he could sleep. "Look, just clean the hair out with a comb, it's not like | have lice-" He reached for the brush, 
and Bruce jerked it back. 

Janick realised that Bruce wasn't mad about the hairbrush; he just wanted a reason to yell at him. 

Bruce went back into the bathroom. "Stay out of my shit, yeah!?" He pulled the hair out of it and dropped it 
into the dustbin "Your hair is thicker than mine, and each time you use it, it will only cause the bristles to 
break off" 

Janick rolled his eyes. "Its not that kind of hairbrush." 

Bruce barged out of the bathroom. 

"What?" 

"| said it's not that kind of hairbrush." Janick repeated. "But I'll stop using it from now on" 

"Are you calling me a liar!?" 


"No, I'm saying you're overreacting." 


‘I'm not overreacting!" Bruce shouted. "| know what kind of hairbrush | use! Unlike you, who just picks up 


anything to brush yours with, and you shi look like some haggard scarecrow-" 


Janick finally snapped, his last bit of patience gone. "Why are you acting like such wanker!?" he shouted while 
getting up from the bed. 


Bruce got up in his face again. "m a wanker!?" 


"Yes, you arel" Janick shouted back in his face. "You've done nothing but treat everyone like shit this entire 


tour!" 


Bruce gave him a dangerous glare, and for a brief moment, Janick thought that he was going to take a swing 


at him. He turned away instead, going through his luggage and pulling a t-shirt on. 


Janick sighed, knowing that he would only be ghosted tonight if he didn't say anything. He reached for Bruce's 


arm. “Look, I'm sorry-" 


Bruce jerked his arm away. "Just stop. I'm not in the mood tonight" He sighed, and said more to himself than 


anyone else. "| can't wait for this bloody tour to be over..." 
Janick sat back down on the bed. "It's just started, though... 


"You think | don't realise that, wise-ass!?" he yelled while going to his side of the bed. "Once this is over, I'm 
never recording anything with Steve ever again, the bloody bastard." 


Janick felt as if his entire world started crumbling around him. "What.are you talking about..2" 
Bruce gave him an inscrutable expression. "I've been thinking of leaving the band for a while now, Jan" 


Janick felt like he had been punched in the stomach. "What? Why?" He took a shaking breath. "Did | do 


something wrong?" 

Bruce rolled his eyes. "Fuckin hell, Jan, contrary to what you may believe, not everything is about you! And no, 
| don't want to leave because of you! | want to leave because Steve is a massive control freak. | mean, he has 
been ever since the beginning of the first tour, but now he's mixing all of our live records? | can't fuckin’ 
breathe around him.." 


"Then maybe you can take a break for a year? Try something fresh... 


"Oh, I'm going to take something much longer than a break," he said. "And | will be trying something fresh - | 


want to record another solo album." 
Janick blinked. "You're..asking me to leave Maiden with you?" 


Bruce looked genuinely disgusted. "I didn't fuckin’ say that, did I? Though you'll be lucky if Steve keeps you, 
given that l'm the reason you have this job in the first place! Something you seem to often forget about!" 


Janick once again felt like he had been slapped. 


"And no, | don't want to record this album with youl It's what | was talking about with Adrian back in August" 


Janick felt his eyes widen. "You're..leaving to work with Adrian?" Janick could hardly believe his ears; he felt 
betrayed somehow. Adrian was supposed to be his friend. 


"Yes," Bruce said. 


Janick shook the shock he was feeling away. "Bruce.. | know you're upset and tired, but." He felt tears enter 
his voice, and at that point, he didn't care how pathetic he sounded. "Please don't leave me.." 


fold you this isn’t about youl" Bruce said, clearly angry again. "Why are you trying to hold me back!?" 
‘lm not trying to do anything like that!" Janick said. 


"Then stop trying to tell me what to dol I'm sick of this band, and I'm sick of Steve having control over 
everything, over my life!" 


"You're not mad at Steve for controlling the band!" Janick said, too emotional to stop what he was saying. 


"You're just jealous that he's with Nicko! You still have feelings for him!" 

Janick knew that he had gone too far before he had even finished the sentence. The wounded look in Bruce's 
eyes made him wish that he could take back the words, but they hung in the air like a blow that he never 
meant to make. 

Bruce's eyes suddenly turned dark with rage. "Get the fuck out" 

Janick blinked. "What..2" 

"| said get the fuck out! l'm pissed and | want the room to myself tonight" 


Janick looked at the alarm clock on the night stand. "Bruce.. it's two in the fucking morning.’ 


"| don't care," he said, "You can ask one of the others b share their room with you. I'm not staying with youl” 
He put a strong emphasis on "others," as if knowing that Janick would go to Dave, though he didn't say it. 


Janick felt tears burn his eyes as he gathered his things. He pulled some jeans on over his sweatpants, and put 
his jacket on, leaving the room without another word. 


After closing the door behind him, he lingered in the hallway, leaning against the wall while burying his face in 
his hands. He felt hot tears spill onto hands and down his cheeks. He had felt isolated and shut out emotionally 
by Bruce for months now, and now he was shut out literally from his own room. And now Bruce was going to 
leave Maiden, leave him. And there was nothing he could do about it. 


Dave was unable to fall asleep that night, despite the band having a show the next day. He was the only one of 


the five who got his own room - Steve and Nicko were no longer secret about their relationship. 


Dave hated the idea of lying in bed and worrying about Janick, and wondering what Bruce was saying to him 
behind closed doors. So he sat in front of the TV while plucking away on his guitar, trying to come up with 
some new riffs and solos. His guitar was his one antidote for loneliness. It was the one thing he knew would 


never leave him. 


There was a light knock on his door, and he jumped slightly. He looked at the clock on the microwave, and the 
time read that it was half past two in the morning. Who could be knocking on his door at this hour? 


He set his guitar back in his case, and went to the door, glancing out the peephole. A fluffy blond head was 
magnified before him. His head was bowed so that he couldn't see his face, but Dave immediately knew that it 
was Jan. He closed his eyes and sighed, knowing that there must have been another fight between him and 
Bruce. He cracked the door open. 

"Hey, Jan," he said. "You okay?" 

Janick nodded, wiping his eyes. He had been crying. "Y-yeah.. can | stay here tonight? Bruce said he wants the 
room to himself tonight, and | don't have anywhere else to sleep." He held up a six pack of beer. "| brought 
beer." 

"Of course." Dave said while opening the door and allowing Janick to enter. 

Janick set the beers down on the table, and his guitar case down beside it, and let out a shaky breath. 
"Did..did Bruce kick you out this time?" Dave asked carefully, as if Janick was a fragile being. 

Janick burst into tears and nodded. Dave felt his heart ache for him, and he wrapped his arms around him, 
trying to bring him comfort. Janick clung to him as if he were a raft in a storm, and Dave was suddenly 
reminded of what he had witnessed in the airport in Maui the year before last. He felt a bitter resentment 


towards Bruce all of a sudden. 


‘Its okay." he whispered, stroking Janick's hair softly, trying to bring him some comfort. But that only seemed 


to make him cry harder. 


Dave took Janick's hand in his and led him to the couch. "C'mon, let's sit down and have a beer, and you can tell 


me what happened." 
Janick was shaking as he opened his beer. His eyes were red from crying. 


After a few sips of the beer, he finally stopped shaking, and was calm enough to speak. "“Bruce..we had a fight.” 


"About?" 
"He's said that he's been thinking about leaving the band for a while now." 
"He what!?" Dave sat there as if he had been hit upside the head with this news. 


"He said he's sick of Steve controlling every aspect of the band.. and." He said the next sentence as if it killed 


him on the inside. "He's going to work with Adrian once he leaves." 
Dave felt as if he had been punched in the gut. 


"| mean, it explains why he's been distant with us all. It's just.. | told him that he had treated every one of us 
like shit the entire tour, and the real reason he was mad at Steve was because he was jealous that he was 


with Nicko, and he told me to get the fuck out" 
Dave frowned. 
Janick took a long swig of beer. "It's all my fault." 


Dave reached for Janick's hand. "No, it's not.. it isn't your fault Bruce is being a wanker, Jan.. You were right, 


he has been treating everyone like shit. His problems are with Steve, not you." 


Janick let a few tears fall down his face, and Dave reached out and wiped them away. "| wish | could convince 


him to stay." 
Dave frowned. He had to admit that the news was upsetting to him. Bruce was the voice of Maiden, and he 


couldn't imagine what would happen to the band without him. And he was going to work with Adrian Dave felt 
almost betrayed. But nevertheless, he hated seeing Jan blame himself for something that wasn't even his fault. 


Janick yawned, obviously exhausted, 
"Don't worry about it, okay?" Dave said. "Just get some rest." 


Janick looked at him, wondering how he was supposed to not worry about his boyfriend leaving the band when 
they had been together all of these years. Three long, emotionally exhausting years. 


He let Dave lead him to the bed and wrap him in one of the spare blankets. He was too exhausted to insist on 
sleeping on the couch. Dave laid down next to him, turning the lamp off, and Jan snuggled into him instinctively. 
Dave wrapped his arms around him, and Janick felt an ache in his heart like he hadn't felt in such a long time. 


He felt Dave softly press his lips to his forehead, and Janick couldn't help himself - he burst into tears again 


"G-G'night, Davey." 


"G'night, Jan.. hey." He wiped Janick's tears away. "Its okay, you don't have to cry. Bruce's behaviour isn't your 
fault..." 


Except it wasn't that, Janick thought as Dave's warmth enveloped him and beckoned him into a much needed 


sleep. He cried because the warmth was almost too much for him; Bruce had not held him like this in such a 


long time.. 


Chapter 9 


Bruce began distancing himself from the entire band ever since his and Janick's falling out. When he saw Janick 
leaving Dave's room the next morning, Janick knew by the look on his face that he automatically assumed the 


worst. He had cornered Janick when no one else was around. 

"What did you do in Dave's room last night?" Bruce demanded. 

Janick knew that no matter what he said, it wasn't going to be enough. "I slept.” 

"That's not all that you didl" Bruce said in an accusatory tone. 

"Yes, it is." Janick said in a small voice. 

"Bullshit! Stop lying to me!" 

Janick felt tears burn in his eyes. "Where did you expect me to go, Bruce? You shut me out." 


"Well, | guess that just says a lot about our relationship if you're going to run to Davey every time things get 
rough!" 


Janick couldn't believe the mental gymnastics Bruce would go through to try and pin all the blame on him. "You 


locked me out of the room! What the hell was | supposed to do, sleep out in the hallway!?" 


Bruce seemed infuriated that Janick would have the audacity to raise his voice at him. He hardly spoke to him 
throughout the course of the next two weeks and Janick felt as if he was surrounded by a biting cold every 


time they were in a room alone together. 


The European leg of the tour started, and Steve and Bruce would often get into full-on screaming matches in 
the lobby of hotels, not seeming to care that bystanders overheard them. Rod ended up confronting the two, 
telling them that they were going to end up getting the band kicked out of hotels if they didn't get it under 


control. 


Steve was disappointed by Bruce's performances as of late. He seemed to be deliberately singing without any 
passion or conviction - that was, unless the press was there. It was pathetic, Steve told him. It was one thing 


for him to be mad at Steve, but their fans deserved better. 


Bruce looked at Janick during one argument as if he expected him to defend him. But Janick strayed off to the 
side with Dave, who did his best to avoid confrontation whenever possible. Bruce was furious - whether it was 
for the fact that Janick wouldn't back him up, or if it was for interacting with Dave, Janick didn't know. But 
when Janick approached their room that night, his luggage and guitar case had been thrown out into the 
hallway. 


He stood there in shock for a moment before he approached the door, and knocked hard on it. 


"Bruce? Open the door!” he called, in which he was abruptly answered by Bruce's muffled voice behind the 
door, telling him to "piss off" 


Janick stared down at his bags, tears burning in his eyes. 
After that incident, Janick stopped roofing with Bruce altogether. 


Dave had no problem with letting Janick stay with him from then on. Being in Dave's room felt like he was 
being thawed out from the weeks of being in the icy domain that was his and Bruce's relationship. 


Dave was patient and didn't judge him for crying after everything that Bruce had put him through. But Jan 
could not stop himself from feeling like a burden. He felt so weak and pathetic while crying on the couch with 
his knees drawn up to his chest. 

"Jan..2" Dave asked softly, while gently reaching to touch his shoulder. 


Janick wiped his tears away. "lm sorry." 


"No, don't apologise,” he said. "| was just wondering if you wanted to go down to the bar..to get something to 
drink?" 


Janick sniffed, and nodded. Was he really going to attempt drink his heartache away? 


"Is going to be okay." Dave told him him while reaching for his hand. Dave's fingers were strong and callused 


from years of playing guitar, but yet, they still somehow felt soft.. 


The two of them made their way down to the hotel bar. It was crowded tonight, and Janick wasn't really in the 
mood to be bombarded with fans, despite how much he appreciated them. Nicko was already down there, 


chatting with the bartender, a young woman who appeared extremely happy to be serving the drummer. 

He noticed Dave and Janick immediately and waved them over. "Davey! Jan! ‘Ow you two blokes doin’, eh!?" When 
he realised that Bruce wouldn't be joining them, Nicko appeared to glow even brighter. "This ‘ere's Julie, she 
said she'd be serving us tonight!" 


The bartender seemed to recognise them immediately as she smiled excitedly. 


"Get us two more beers, please?" He turned back to Dave and Janick. "Arry's going to be joinin’ us ‘ere in a 


few. ‘E's gonna be needin' a few beers, the stress ‘e's been under...” 


F only he knew.. Janick thought to himself. Julie came back with the beers, and set them down in front of him 
and Dave. Janick smiled gratefully. 


"Thank you very much, love!" Nicko said in which the bartender giggled in response. Janick sipped his own beer. 
If he had not known for himself that Nicko was gay, he would have thought he was flirting with the woman, 


Steve entered the bar a few minutes later, but he didn't come alone. Janick felt a weight in the pit of his 
stomach, fearful that it might be Bruce that was with him. 


But it wasn't. Janick recognised him as Blaze, the singer from the band that toured with them on their No 
Prayer on the Road tour. 


"Oh, ‘ello, Dave. Janick You ‘member Blaze, don't you?" 
"OF course," Dave said while reaching his hand out for Blaze to shake, which he shook with a large grin 

"Its good to see you guys again" Blaze said, obviously very happy to be there. 

Steve looked around Janick's shoulder. "Bruce didn't come with you?" 

Janick shook his head, feeling like a fresh wound had been opened up for him. 

None of them had been expecting Steve to bring Blaze back with him - they had not seen him since the end of 
the No Prayer on the Road tour - but apparently Blaze had come to see them on this leg of the tour after 


Wolfsbane had finished their own tour. Nevertheless, the bartender happily served them two more beers. 


Steve took his as if it was some sort of elixir that he needed in order to keep alive, downing half of it it one 
long gulp. 


They spent the evening getting pleasantly buzzed; Blaze was a surprisingly nice bloke. It was easy for Jan to 
see why Steve had grown a friendship with him. 


The atmosphere was different than it had been in many months, Bruce was not there to try and pick some 
useless fight with Steve. The five of them were actually laughing among themselves. Janick felt like it had been 


ages since he had even seen Steve smile.. 


After a few hours of drinking together, Steve had become so pissed, he could hardly hold himself upright. He 
was leaning against Nicko with one arm draped over his neck, giggling hysterically at something he had said. 


"So, where's Bruce?" Blaze asked casually while the bartender brought him another beer. Janick saw Nicko roll 


his eyes at this question, and knew that he genuinely did not give a shit where Bruce was tonight. 


Janick shrugged, staring down at his empty pint. "I don't know.." 


The sombre look on Janick's face made Blaze look at him curiously. He apparently didn't know that they had 
been dating each other, and Janick wasn't really in the mood to explain that to him. And besides, he was fairly 
certain their relationship was over now. After being thrown out of his sleeping quarters twice, he didn't even 


want to go back to him. 


"Arry, STOP!" Nicko yelled, and Steve fell to the floor while laughing hysterically. Nicko wiped at the inside of 
his ear with a napkin, his face red with embarrassment. Blaze held back his laughter as he realised that Steve 
had tried to stick his tongue in Nicko's ear. "It ain't funny!" Nicko snapped, though he couldn't stop himself from 


smirking. 


Nicko helped Steve up off the floor, and announced that he was going to carry Steve back to their room 
because he was too drunk to walk back himself. Blaze offered to help him, and he and Nicko led Steve out of 
the bar and towards the lifts in the lobby. Dave and Janick were left alone in the bar together. 


Dave smiled, taking Blaze's abandoned pint of beer and emptying it into his own. 


After finishing their beers, they made their way back upstairs in silence. Janick felt pleasantly buzzed from 
the beer, but luckily neither him nor Dave had to carry each other. 


When they got to the fourth floor, they passed by Bruce's room, and for a brief moment, Janick felt a sense 
of loss, as if he wanted to reach out and attempt to get back in But he knew that he didn't want to, that 
being with Bruce would be nothing short of being in an icy domain where he had to watch everything that he 
said or did for the fear of being yelled at. He held back his tears as he followed Dave back to his room, and he 


unlocked his door. 


They both went inside. When Janick glanced at the clock on the microwave, he realised that it was earlier than 
he had thought it was. The beer had calmed him down, but he was still upset after passing Bruce's room. 
Dave picked his guitar up, and suggested that they work on some riffs together, which relieved Janick because 
that meant that he could take his mind off of things. 


Janick sat down on the sofa, opening his guitar case and pulling out his old beaten up black Fender strat that 
lan had given him twelve years prior. Dave sat next to him with his own strat, and the two of them worked on 
riffs and guitar harmonies together. They both played together while unplugged, though Jan wanted to plug his 
amp up to hear his mistakes better, but knew that was not a good idea at this hour. 


The melodies that they created felt haunting to Jan, and he suddenly felt a warmth in his heart that he had 
not felt in such a long time. He felt a sort of kinship with Dave that he hadn't felt with Bruce in such a long 
time. Sure, he had felt this way with Bruce when they first started dating, but now all he felt when he was 

with Bruce was fear of having his every flaw picked apart and used against him. And somehow, he knew that 


Dave would never do those things to him. 


Dave would never do those things to anybody. 


Dave stopped playing to scribble some chord progressions down in his notebook, and Janick watched him as if 
only just now noticing how beautiful he was. His long blond hair hung past his shoulders, giving him an angelic 


look. 


Janick averted his eyes, a feeling of guilt creeping onto him. He couldn't be developing feelings for Dave..that 


was impossible. He still loved Bruce even though it was obvious that Bruce's love for him was conditional. 


But he knew that was a lie. He had tried to fight it for the past year now because he tried so hard to make 
things work with Bruce. But Janick had felt something for Dave ever since they had spent those months 
together in Hawaii. He had known this when he didn't want to leave the island, didn't even want to leave the car 
to face Bruce. He had felt a warmth in the way he had held him that felt much stronger than just mere 
friendship. A warmth that he had wanted to feel with Bruce, but he knew deep down that he would never be 
able to. 


Janick remembered the embrace that Dave had shared with Adrian in the hotel dining room on the day that 
Adrian had flown out, and he suddenly felt as if he were trespassing; as if he did not belong there. He knew 
that Adrian was irreplaceable to Dave; he meant as much to him as Bruce did to Janick. 

Except it wasn't comparable, Janick thought. Adrian's problem was his creative differences with Steve. He didn't 
ghost the entire band or make Dave feel like he had done something to make him want to leave. He and Dave 
were still friends. 


What Bruce was doing to him was borderline emotional abuse, he realised with a sense of horror. 


He felt so alone in that moment, despite Dave sitting right next to him. He felt a sudden urge to cry himself to 
sleep, and he set his guitar gently back into its case. 


Dave looked up at him from his notebook. He smiled, and Janick felt his heart ache like it never had before. 
Why did he have to have such a beautiful, pure smile? 


"You tired?" he asked while closing his notebook. 
Janick nodded, keeping his head down. Dave put his own guitar back into its case, shutting it closed. 


Janick didn't know what pushed him to do it - it seemed to be an impulsive action that didn't require much 
thought.. But when Dave rose back up, he leaned in and kissed him on the lips. 


Dave froze in shock for a moment, and Jan thought for certain that he was going to punch him in the face 


for it. Jan felt his face turn red. 


"|-l'm sorry." Janick stammered. 


But Dave leaned in and kissed him back, bringing his hands up to his face. Janick closed his eyes. Dave's lips 
were soft, and the kiss was gentle and warm. Jan felt the warmth in his heart grow even more as he wrapped 


his arms around Dave. 


When the kiss finally broke, Jan rested his forehead against Dave's. Dave smiled at him, reaching up to stroke 
his cheek, gently wiping away tears that he was unaware that he had shed. 


"Davey." His voice came out broken 
"Shh." Dave whispered softly, kissing him softly on the cheek. "It's okay...” 
"l-I love you." 


Dave wrapped his arms around Janick, holding him close to him. "Jan.l've loved you since we spent those 


months together in Hawaii." 
Janick hugged him back, not wanting to let him go. "Y-you have..? But.! thought you still loved Adrian..?" 


Dave buried his face in Janick's hair and shook his head. "No.. | mean, | still love Adrian as my best friend. But 
we've moved on in the past three years. Seeing him back in August only reassured us both that there weren't 


any hard feelings between us." 
Janick sniffed, and held Dave closer. He felt his face scrunch up as Dave pressed his lips to his forehead. 


"And." Dave's voice broke as if he were about to cry. "| hated seeing what Bruce was doing to you. | saw what 


he was doing, but | couldn't say anything because you seemed so in love with him." 
Janick buried his face in Dave's chest. Being held by him was like being wrapped in a warm blanket. 


He didn't want to go back to Bruce. He hadn't felt the same kind of warmth he had with Bruce ever since he 
had smugly announced to the whole band that he had only got with Jan in an attempt to make Steve jealous. It 
didn't matter how hard he tried, he was never able to get over that. Janick meant nothing to him, and it took 
him two years for him to accept this. 


He never wanted to leave Dave's arms, but the warmth eventually beckoned him into a doze. Dave took his 
hand, and led him toward the bed. Janick didn’t object; he followed him sleepily as they laid down next to each 


other, and Dave pulled the covers over them both. 
Dave kissed him softly on the lips, and Janick closed his eyes, savoring the kiss for as long as he could 
"G'night, Jan." Dave whispered softly before reaching over to turn the lights off. He continued to hold him 


close, stroking his hair softly as Jan laid his head on his chest, the steady sound of his heartbeat lulling him 
into a peaceful, contentful sleep that he had not had in such a long time. 


The band had to leave for the airport the next morning, so Dave and Janick woke up early, feeling refreshed. 
After packing up their luggage and guitars, they made their way to the lifts, holding hands while waiting for it 


to come to their floor. 


Dave smiled at Janick, feeling as if he was finally safe with him now. He felt as if he could protect him now 
that they both knew that they loved each other. He looked so beautiful this morning, despite his hair being a 


mess. 


Janick blushed when he caught Dave staring at him, and Dave leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. Janick 
turned around and kissed his lips, and Dave returned the kiss, bringing his hands gently to his face to pull him 


closer. 


The door to the lifts opened at that moment, and they both jumped apart, half expecting Steve, Nicko, or Rod 


to step out, and they would end up having to explain themselves. 


Except it wasn't either of them. Bruce stood there with an expression mixed with shock and rage. Dave felt his 
heart drop in his stomach, and Bruce's face turned so red, Dave swore that he saw a vein bulge on the side of 
his head. He looked between Dave and Janick, and Janick's blue eyes turned wide with fear. Bruce looked as if he 
were ready to attack one of them, and Dave felt an urge to stand in front of Jan to protect him. Dave had 


never felt so angry at someone who was supposed to be his friend 


But it didn't come to that. Dave and Janick stood there awkwardly, and Bruce exited the lift, shoving past both 
of them so hard, Dave rubbed his arm from where he had hit them. 


A few hours later, as they boarded the plane, Bruce didn't say a word to anyone. But it was obvious that it 
was Janick and Dave he was the most angry at; he refused to so much as look their way. He glared out the 


window, almost sulking. 


The rest of them took their seats, and Janick and Dave sat next to each other, holding hands as they waited 
for the plane to take off. They both had expected this kind of reaction from Bruce, but Dave felt relieved that 
he could finally be there for Janick, and assure him that he did not have to go through this alone anymore. 


Chapter I0 
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When summer came around, Bruce announced to the band that he was leaving. 


No one was really surprised by this announcement, but no one was particularly happy about this news (except 
for Nicko, who practically shouted "Good riddance!" in Bruce's face) 


Dave was furious with Bruce for treating Janick like a doormat to the point that he made him cry, but Bruce 


had been his friend for years, and was the best singer that the band had ever had. 


Janick was upset for obvious reasons. He had loved Bruce for three years, and was the reason that he joined 
Maiden in the first place. Even though he was in love with Dave now, he couldn't imagine where the band might 


go without him. 


Steve seemed to be the only person who was as upset as Janick was. Even though he was in love with Nicko, 
Bruce had been his best friend for over a decade. He had been frustrated with him, and had been fighting with 


him a lot recently, but he didn't want him to leave. He had meant so much to him. 


But the reality was that Bruce's heart just was not with Maiden anymore. He claimed that he didn't blame 
anyone for his leaving; not Steve, not Janick Though he looked visibly pained every time he saw Janick with 
Dave now. So much so, that he hardly seemed to take notice of Steve and Nicko together. 


Bruce of course planned on finishing the Real Live Tour, and they would perform his farewell concert in London 
in August. He tried multiple times to get Janick alone, to try and talk to him, to try and apologise for the 
things that happened between them. But Janick pulled away each time, refusing to fall into his trap again, 


knowing that even if his apology was sincere, it wouldn't last long. He refused to fall for it ever again, ignoring 


Bruce's pleading brown eyes as he walked past him at breakfast each morning. 


It wasn't until Bruce caught Janick and Dave cuddled up together when they fell asleep on the tour bus, that 
he realised that he fucked up, and that he had truly lost Janick forever. 


He hardly talked to anyone after that, though this time it seemed to be more out of shame than spite. 
August finally came around, and it was decided upon that their last concert would be collaborating as a horror 
show with Simon Drake, a popular horror illusionist. There would be several acts planned out, and Bruce would 
be cinematically "killed" at the end of the show, symbolizing the death of his era with the band 

The day before the show, however, Janick was a nervous wreck. Bruce had made him miserable for the past 
two years, but he couldn't stop himself from feeling torn up inside about his leaving. The idea of never getting 
to talk to him, or write with him, again made his heart ache. 

"Are you okay?" Dave asked him one morning while in their hotel room when he noticed how tense Janick was. 
Janick nodded. Dave had been supportive of him for months now, not complaining when he woke up crying in 
the middle of the night, and respecting his boundaries when he said he wasn't ready to be physically intimate 


yet. 


"IFs just.. Bruce was my best friend before we." He trailed off. "And now that he's leaving.. it hurts that I'm 


never going to get to see him again" 


Dave wrapped his arms around Janick, enveloping him in his warmth. Janick hugged him back, wanting to bask in 


his warmth for as long as he could. 

"IFs okay to feel this way, Jan," Dave said softly. "He was our friend, too. We've toured together for many 
years, and now he's gone and done this." It wasn't so much the fact that he was leaving, Dave thought, but 
how he treated Janick, and even Steve. 

Jan hugged him tighter. "Davey?" he said in a small voice. 

"Hm?" 


"| love you... 


Dave kissed Janick's forehead softly, and his face scrunched up as if he wanted to cry. "I love you, too, Jan." 
He hugged him tighter. "More than you can know..." 


When the band arrived at the venue the next day, Steve was already beginning to stress how important this 
gig was, since it would be their last one with Bruce. Janick had a horrible feeling in his stomach because he 
knew this would be his last time playing with Bruce. But he had to put those personal feelings aside, and act 


professional. 


Dave and Janick were standing by their guitar rigs when Bruce came out of his dressing room. A frown came 


across his face, and he looked as if he wanted to talk to Janick, but walked away instead. 


The show went surprisingly well, despite the tension between Bruce and the rest of the band. They put on 


their best performance for their fans, Bruce sang each song as if it would be his last time singing them. 


Meanwhile, Simon performed several macabre magic acts between songs, setting an audience member on fire 
before using the flames to light a cigar, ripping a woman's heart out for allegedly cheating on him with Nicko, 
and sawing a bound woman in half at the end of Bring Your Daughter to the Slaughter. 


Dave was also dragged off of the stage right before his solo in From Here to Eternity, and his hands were 


sawed off, and Simon came onstage to mime his solo as Dave played the original solo backstage. 


Just as planned, Bruce was dragged off the stage after the show, and forced into an iron maiden. After the 
spikes appeared to run through him, Simon wiped them before opening the door that revealed his face, blood 


pouring out of Bruce's mouth. 


Eddie, their mascot, jumped out from behind the iron maiden, chasing Simon back to centre stage before he 
was seized by his own dungeon assistants, and impaled on a spike before screaming in pain, and then suddenly 


going still 


Afterwards, Eddie opened the door to the iron maiden, beheading Bruce, lifting his head up for the audience to 
see in plain sight, and sticking it onto the same spike that Simon had been impaled on, symbolizing the death of 
his era with the band. 


Janick knew that Bruce was going to want to say goodbye to everyone face-to-face before he left for the 
airport, and he was bracing himself for it as he waited with the rest of the band in the hotel lobby. Dave sat 
next to him, clutching his hand. This was probably the only thing preventing Janick from panicking. The mood 
between them was sombre, and they knew that this was possibly the end of the entire band. What would they 


do without Bruce? 


When Bruce entered through the front entrance and saw them waiting in the lobby, he smiled apologetically, as 
if he knew that they were all angry with him. Janick did not feel angry anymore, though; he just felt hurt. 


Bruce hugged Steve and Dave goodbye, skipping Nicko because he looked as if he would punch him in the face if 
he so much as even thought about touching him. 


Bruce waited to tell Janick goodbye last, and Janick braced himself for the large puppy dog eyes and crocodile 
tears, telling him how oh so very sorry he was for how he treated him for the past two and a half years. 


"Goodbye, Jan," Bruce said softly before pulling him into a tight hug. Janick hugged him back because he felt 
obligated to. 


The hug lingered longer than the others did, and Janick could feel Bruce not wanting to let him go, as if he was 
regretting having to leave him. All of their memories together began coming back to him, and Janick began 


tearing up. 


Bruce finally released him, his hands gripped the sides of his arms, and he looked at him with the large brown 
eyes that Janick had anticipated. 


‘Ilm.sorry. For everything.’ Bruce said, his voice breaking slightly as his eyes searched Janick's. 

"| forgive you," Janick whispered. The words sounded hollow, even to his own ears. His and Bruce's relationship 
had emotionally exhausted him, and there was no way he was ever going back. But knowing that this was truly 
the end for them made him feel like crying. He forgave him, simply because he did not want there to be any 
bitterness or resentment when he left. 


"| love you, Janick" 


Janick bit his tongue and averted his eyes, resisting the urge to slap Bruce across the face for such a blatant 


lie. 


A hurt look appeared on Bruce's face when Janick didn't respond, but went back to his seat to sit next to 


Dave. 
Janick watched as Bruce walked out the door, out of Maiden, and out of his life. He felt as if a massive load 
was taken off of his chest, but at the same time, he felt as if a chunk of him had been ripped away, leaving a 


massive, empty hole in his heart. 


Janick didn't realise that he had been crying until Dave's warm hand came to his face, gently wiping away his 


tears. 
‘ts okay, Jan.” he whispered softly. 


Janick silently burst into tears, crying on Dave's warm shoulder. Dave wrapped his arms around Janick, as the 


four of them sat in the lobby, the sombre atmosphere stronger than ever. 


Everyone was upset about Bruce's departure. They had lost their vocalist, and Bruce had been the voice of 
Maiden, one of the most recognisable aspects of the band's sound. What was the band going to do without 
him? What choice did they have but to pack it in? 

They were hanging out at Steve's house, sitting in his living room while drinking a few beers (Dave had bought 
a pack at the general store. He had got sick of scotch being the only drink in Steve's fridge.) Janick sat with his 
head in his hands, appearing to be more distraught than anyone else. Nicko watched him, a sympathetic look on 


his face. Even he had been upset by Bruce's departure, despite how much he hated to admit it. 


Steve was rambling on about what they were going to do next, even considering retiring. Eventually, Dave got 


tired of having this conversation. 

"Look, why the fuck should we give up just ‘cause he is?" 

Steve looked at him, surprised. It wasn't like Dave to curse so casually. "You mean.look for another singer?" 
Janick raised his head when he heard this, a worried look in his greyish-blue eyes. 


"Davey's right," Nicko said while looking down at his own beer. "We shouldn't be givin’ up just ‘cause Bruce is. 


We should look for another singer, and start workin’ on another album. We ain't dead yet!" 

Janick's eyes widened in panick. "But." 

Dave noticed Janick's worried expression, and reached out to squeeze his hand. "It's going to be okay." 

Steve thought the notion through, and sighed. "Fine. I'll call Rod, and let ‘im know." 

He left the living room to make a call on the house phone, and Janick's eyes met Dave's. 

"What are we going to do without Bruce?" he demanded, not caring about how emotional or worried he sounded. 
Dave squeezed his hand, but that did little to calm Janick down. "It's all going to work out, okay?" 

Word got out quickly that Iron Maiden were searching for a new singer, and mountains of tapes were being 
sent in by hopeful fans and other singers. The band spent days upon weeks in the studio with their manager, 


listening to tape after tape, trying their best to narrow down the candidates. 


After eventually narrowing the candidates down to twelve singers who would have been able to sing Bruce's 


parts perfectly, Steve entered the studio announcing that he had found their next vocalist. 


The rest of the band stared at him in surprise, because who he had chosen had not even sent a tape in the 
first place. And while he was in fact a great singer, his style of singing was drastically different than that of 
Bruce's. 


He had chosen Blaze Bayley. 


TO BE CONTINUED. 


